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HIS  FRIEND  VERDANT  GREEN, 


CHAPTER  I. 

LITTLE    MR.    BOUNCER   MAKES   A    CALL    ON   HIS    FRIEND 
VERDANT    GREEN. 

ULLO,  Giglamps  !  "  It  was 
f-^jl  /I  *ke  umnistakable  cheery  voice 
of  little  Mr.  Bouncer.  He  had 
crossed  from  his  own  rooms  in 
the  grand  old  College  of  Brazen- 
face,  Oxford,  and  had  stopped  on 
a  certain  landing,  before  a  door 
over  which  was  painted  the  mono- 
syllable "  GREEN."  His  battered 
College  cap  was  on  his  head, 
but,  as  no  undergraduate's  gown  was  upon  his  shoulders,  it 
was  to  be  presumed  that  the  little  gentleman  had  not  come 
from  lectures,  or  returned  from  a  stroll  through  the  streets 
of  Oxford,  or  from  any  other  place  where  the  wearing  of 
full  academical  costume  would  have  been  demanded  by  the 
authorities  of  the  University.  Though,  if  the  full  costume 
required  by  the  statutes  had  been  rigorously  enforced,  Mr. 
Bouncer  would  have  cheerfully  bowed  to  destiny,  and  would 
probably  have  imitated  the  gentleman  who  suspended  his 
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pair  of  bands  nnder  his  coat  tails,  because  the  law  had  not 
expressly  stated  on  what  part  of  the  body  they  were  to  be 
worn. 

But  Mr.  Bouncer's  sole  academical  attire  on  this  occasion 
was  his  battered  "mortar-board;"  and,  in  place  of  carrying  a 
Livy,  or  Euripides,  or  Euclid,  or  any  other  book  that  would 
have  betokened  a  recent  attendance  at  the  rooms  of  Mr.  Slow- 


LITTLE  MR.    BOUNCER   BLOWS   HIS   HORN. 

coach  or  the  Rev.  Richard  Harmony,  and  the  other  tutors 
whose  delightful  task  it  was  to  teach  the  young  ideas  of  the 
Brazenfacians  how  to  shoot — instead  of  any  tome  of  learning, 
little  Mr.  Bouncer  bore  in  his  hand  his  long  tin  post-horn, 
from  which  he  invoked  unearthly  sounds,  that  re-echoed  from 
the  staircase  to  the  outer  quad.  He  particularised  this  per- 
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formanee  as  "sounding  his  octaves,"  and  summarised  it  as 
"  going  the  complete  unicorn.  "  In  addition  to  this,  Mr. 
Bouncer  was  smoking  a  cigar — that  "  Nicotian  herb"  the 
consumption  of  which  is  so  strictly  forbidden  by  another  of 
those  Oxford  statutes,  which  every  student,  at  his  matricula- 
tion, is  solemnly  required  by  the  Vice- Chancellor  most 
strictly  to  observe.  He  was,  moreover,  accompanied  by  two 
living  creatures,  who  would  not,  by  any  possibility,  have  been 
admitted  to  a  college  lecture.  These  were  his  two  famous 
bull-terriers,  Huz  and  Buz  ;  most  villainous-looking  pets,  with 
ponderous  heads  and  savage  teeth  and  corkscrew  tails,  who, 
at  every  blast  of  the  horn,  barked  and  howled,  either  in 
sympathy  with  the  noise,  or  in  direct  antagonism  to  its  defiant 
summons ;  for,  it  would  be  difficult  to  interpret  the  feelings 
of  Huz  and  Buz  when  they  heard  their  master's  caricature 
imitations  of  Koenig's  performance  in  Jullien's  Post-horn 
Galop,  which,  just  at  that  time,  was  in  the  height  of  its  popu- 
larity, and  was  hummed  or  whistled  in  every  quad  in  Brazen- 
face  and  the  University. 

The  inmate  of  the  rooms  over  the  outer  door  of  which  was 
•painted    the   monosyllable  "  GREEN,  "    had   "  sported, "    or 
securely  closed  that  outer  door  or  "  oak  ;"  and  this  not  only 
prevented  little  Mr.  Bouncer  from  gaining  immediate   admis- 
sion, but  also  caused  him  to  prolong  the  fanfares  on  his  tin 

horn  and  furnished  Huz  and  Buz  with  a  pardonable  excuse 
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for  indulging  in  a  canine  chorus ;  all  of  which  was  most 
detrimental  to  the  peace  of  mind  of  Mr.  Sloe,  the  peripatetic 
reading  man  in  the  garret  above,  whose  study  of  Aristophanes 
had  already  been  disturbed  by  the  doleful  performance  of 
"  Away  with  Melancholy,"  given  on  the  cornet-a- piston  at  an 
open  window  on  the  ground- floor,  by  a  gentleman  whose  love 
for  music  surpassed  his  power  of  expression  and  execution. 
"  Hullo,  Giglamps  !"  shouted  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  after  his 
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Post-horn  overture ;  "  open  sesame,  old  fellow ;  and  let  the 
forty  thieves  come  in.  Blow,  warder,  blow  thy  sounding 
horn ;  and  never  say  blow  it ;  but,  thy  banners  wave  on  high. 
Why  don't  you  wave  your  banners,  Giglamps  ?  here's  the 
warder  calling  till  he  is  hoarse.  He's  in,  isn't  he,  Bobert?" 
Mr.  Bobert  Filcher— the  scout,  who,  as  servant,  waited  on 
Mr.  Verdant  Green  and  the  gentlemen  who  were  on  that 
staircase — was  coming  along  the  passage  with  a  supply  of 
eatables  from  the  Buttery,  and  replied,  "  I  know  he's  in,  sir; 


MR.    EOBERT    FILCHER    BRINGS    SUPPLIES    FROM   THE    BUTTERY. 

for  he's  took  out  a  JEger,  and  I'm  just  taking  him  his 
Commons.  He's  not  had  110  sober- water  this  morning,  and 
I'm  not  aweer  as  he  were  pleasant  last  night ;  but,  he's 
sported  his  oak,  not  wishing  to  see  nobody." 

As  Mr.  Filcher  spoke  these  words,  the  outer  door  was 
opened  by  a  tall,  benevolent-looking,  smooth-faced  gentleman, 
in  spectacles  ;  and  Mr.  Verdant  Green  gave  admittance  to  his 
new  friend,  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  and  also  to  his  scout,  who  laid 
the  supply  from  the  Buttery  011  the  table,  and,  on  hearing 
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"there's  nothing  more  that  I  want,  thank  you,  Robert,"  made 
his  exit  from  the  room. 

It  was  halfway  through  the  first  term  of  Mr.  Verdant 
Green's  University  existence,  and  he  was  still,  in  every  sense 
of  the  word,  an  Oxford  Freshman.  It  was  not  so  very 
many  weeks  since  that  memorable  day  on  which  he  and  his 
father  had  travelled  up  from  the  Manor  Green,  Warwickshire, 
and,  on  the  outside  of  the  Oxford  coach,  had  formed  their 
first  acquaintance  with  little  Mr.  Bouncer  and  other  Oxford 
men,  some  of  whom  were  destined  to  be  better  known  to  him 
in  his  University  career.  In  the  interval  since  that  day,  the 
casual  acquaintanceship  of  the  coach-journey  had  ripened  into 
an  intimacy  that  was  fast  settling  into  firm  friendship.  Mr. 
Verdant  Green  had  gone  through  his  intuition  as  an  Oxford 
Freshman  so  meekly  and  with  such  good  humour,  that  Mr. 
Charles  Larkyns,  and  many  others  besides  Mr.  Bouncer,  had 
taken  very  kindly  to  him,  and  were  disposed  to  spare  him 
when  the  temptation  offered  itself  to  make  fresh  attempts 
upon  his  credulity.  But,  although  he  had  gained  a  certain 
amount  of  experience  that  would  prove  of  great  value  to  him 
in  his  future  life,  he  had  abundance  yet  to  learn  in  that  most 
difficult  yet  useful  study ;  and  it  was  fated  that  little  Mr. 
Bouncer  should  be  one  of  his  preceptors. 

"  Hullo,  Giglamps  !"  he  cried,  as  Mr.  Filcher  left  the  room, 
"  here  we  are  again  !  how  were  you  to-morrow,  as  the  Clown 
says  in  the  Pantermine  ?  You  look  peakyish.  What's  the 
row  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  feel  quite  the  thing ;  so,  I  thought  I  would  not 
go  to  Chapel  or  Lectures ;  and  Robert  sent  in  an  -^Eger  for 
me,"  replied  Mr.  Verdant  Green. 

"  What !  cut  Chapel  and  posted  an  ^Eger,  for  the  second 
time  in  one  week  ;  and  you  only  in  your  first  term  !  "  cried 
little  Mr.  Bouncer,  with  something  like  admiration  in  his 
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tone.  "  Ton  my  word,  young  'un,  you're  coming  it  strong. 
Perhaps  it's  a  deep-laid  scheme  of  yours  to  post  a  heap  of 
^Egers  while  you're  a  Freshman,  and  then  to  get  better  and 
better  every  term,  and  make  the  Dons  think  that  you  are 
improving  the  shining  hours  by  doing  Chapels  and  Lectures 
more  regularly.  Artful  Giglamps  !  "  Here  Mr.  Bouncer's 
attention  was  distracted  by  his  dogs.  "  Huz  !  you  trouble- 
some beggar,  lie  down,  and  don't  worry  the  gentleman's 
calves  and  make  yourself  generally  disagreeable.  Buz  !  drop 
that,  you  little  wretch  ;  or  I'll  know  the  reason  why." 

"Never  mind,"  said  Mr.  Verdant  Green;  "it's  only  a 
slipper  that  my  sister  Mary  worked  for  me.  He  won't 
hurt  it." 

"  Won't  he  ?  "  cried  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  who  evidently 
knew  his  dog's  propensities.  "  It's  Berlin  wool,  ain't  it  ? 
If  so,  he'll  soon  make  it  like  Uncle  Ned's  head,  and  it  '11 
have  no  wool  on  the  top,  just  the  place  where  the  wool  ought 
to  grow.  But,  it's  his  education  that  does  it .  Once  bring 
up  a  dog  to  worry  rats  out  of  a  "Wellington  boot,  and  it 
demoralises  him  for  his  place  in  society  as  a  companion  and 
friend  of  man.  He  thinks  that  every  slipper  contains  nothing 
less  than  a  mouse.  Now,  Buz !  drop  it."  Little  Mr. 
Bouncer  reduced  his  dogs  into  a  state  of  comparative 
subordination ;  and  then,  turning  to  Mr.  Verdant  Green, 
who  was  looking  somewhat  disconsolate,  said,  "I  say, 
old  fellow,  how  peaky  you  seem !  You  look  as  if  you 
had  been  at  a  tea-fight  or  a  muffin- worry,  and  had  taken 
more  hot  toast  than  was  good  for  your  digestion.  What's 
the  matter  ?  " 

"  Oh,  nothing  very  particular,"  replied  Mr.  Verdant 
Green,  although  in  a  tone  that  implied  the  contrary  to  be  the 
case. 

"What!  not  tell  it  to  its  faithful   Bouncer!     Oh,   what 
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base  ingratitude  is  here !  Make  a.  clean  breast  of  it,  old 
fellow,  and  then  I'll  see  if  I  can  minister  to  a  mind  diseased, 
as  some  cove  says  in  Shikspur." 

And  little  Mr.  Bouncer  puffed  at  his  cigar,  hit  the  obtrusive 
Buz  with  his  post-horn,  and  awaited  Mr.  Verdant  Green's 
explanation. 


CHAPTER  -IT. 


LITTLE  MB.  BOUNCER  EXTRACTS  FROM  MR.  VERDANT  GREEN 
THE  CAUSE  OF  HIS  DESPONDENCY. 

[OW  then  !  spit  it  out,  Gig- 
lamps  !  ''  said  little  Mr. 
Bouncer,  as  lie  sat  on  the 
edge  of  a  table,  and  puffed 
his  cigar. 

Thus  encouraged,  Mr. Ver- 
dant Green  made  a  sudden 
and  desperate  plunge  into 
the  deep  waters  of  his 
trouble.  "  I've  been  per- 
suaded to  make  a  book." 

"  What !  to  come  the  lite- 
rary dodge  and  do  the  com- 
plete author  ?  Well  !  I 
didn't  think  it  was  in  you, 
any  more  than  rat-hunting  is  in  a  lamb.  And  what  is  it  to 
be  called  ?  Is  it  to  be  the  Whole  Duty  of  Man  style,  as 
applied  to  Freshmen  in  general  and  Verdant  Green  in  par- 
ticular ?  or,  is  it  to  be  something  facetious,  '  Grins  by  Gig- 
lamps,'  or  something  of  that  sort  ?  What's  the  book 
about  ?  " 

"It's  about  the  Derby,"  said  Mr.  Verdant  Green,  with  a 
heavy  sigh. 

"  About  the  Derby  !     Oh  !  that's  the  sort  of  book,  is  it  ?     I 
see,  now,  which  may  the  wind  lies."      Little  Mr.  Bouncer 
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gave  a  meditative  and  prolonged  whistle,  which,  being 
mistaken  for  a  signal  by  Hnz  and  Buz,  immediately  sent 
them  on  a  vain  quest  for  rats  in  every  corner  of  the  room. 
"  A  book  about  the  Derby  !  "  said  the  little  gentleman,  when, 
by  the  aid  of  thwacks  from  his  post-horn,  he  had  reduced  his 
dogs  to  a  deceitful  tranquillity  similar  to  that  of  a  volcano 
before  eruption ;  "  why  Giglamps,  you  could  just  as  soon 
write  'Paradise  Lost,'  like  that  mute,  inglorious  Milton  did." 

"  I've  lost  my  paradise — at  any  rate,  my  peace  of  mind," 
groaned  Mr.  Yerdant  Green,  too  occupied  by  his  own 
thoughts  to  take  notice  of  the  false  application  of  his  friend's 
quotation. 

"  Tell  me  how  it  all  came  about,  and  I'll  see  if  I  can  help 
you,"  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  after  some  thoughtful  pulls  at 
his  cigar.  "  Two  heads  are  better  than  one,  although  mine's 
but  an  addled  one.  The  fact  is,  I'd  too  much  pap  when  I  was 
a  baby,  and  it  got  into  my  noddle.  But,  how  was  it  ?  " 

"  You  know  Blucher  Boots  ? — the  Honourable  Blucher 
Boots,  son  of  Lord  Balmoral  ?"  added  Mr.  Verdant  Green 
in  explanation. 

"Know  him!"  cried  little  Mr.  Bouncer;  "yes!  who 
doesn't  know  him  ?  Although  he's  Honourable  by  name, 
he's  not  by  nature.  He's  as  genuine  a  cad  as  was  ever 
pupped  ;  and  if  some  feller  would  give  him  a  good  licking, 
and  take  the  conceit  out  of  him,  it  would  be  a  public  benefit. 
And  did  he  help  you  to  make  your  book  on  the  Derby, 
Giglamps?" 

"He  did,"  replied  the  other.  "At  least  he  made  it  all 
himself;  for  I  did  not  understand  anything  about  it.  I  never 
saw  a  horse-race,  and  have  never  been  accustomed  to  read 
much  about  them;  and  I  am  quite  ignorant  about  taking 
bets,  and  laying  odds,  and  all  that  sort  of  things ;  so  Blucher 
Boots  undertook  to  make  what  he  called  a  book  for  me." 
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"  I  see !  "  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer;  "  it's  like  the  old  rhyme 
— c  Who'll  make  his  book  ?  I,  says  the  Rook.'  And  Blucher 
Boots  is  a  regular  rook.  He'd  bet  with  his  own  grandmother, 
if  he  could,  and  would  cheat  her  out  of  every  penny  if  he 
could  get  on  her  blind  side.  He's  a  nice  young  man  for  a 
small  tea-party,  I  don't  think.  The  less  you  have  to  do  with 
him  the  better,  Giglainps.  "Now  let's  hear  all  about  it. 
Where  did  you  tumble  up  against  him  ?  " 

"  I  met  Mr.  Flexible  Shanks,  Lord  Buttonhole's  son,  at 
Fosbrooke's  wine  party,"  replied  Mr.  Verdant  Green,  "  and 
he  very  kindly  asked  me  to  come  to  his  rooms,  and  I  went ; 
and  there  I  met  Blucher  Boots,  and  he  invited  me  to 
breakfast  with  him  the  next  morning,  and  I  accepted,  and 
went." 

"  That  little  pig  went  to  market,  and  this  little  pig  stayed 
at  home ! "  sang  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  in  a  voice  that  was 
almost  too  much  for  the  feelings  of  Huz  and  Buz,  who  gave 
vent  to  their  emotions  by  smothered  growls.  "  It  would 
have  been  better  for  you,  Giglamps,  if  you  stayed  at  home 
with  this  little  pig — meaning  me — and  not  have  gone  to 
Blucher  Boots's  breakfast." 

"  I  went,"  said  Verdant,  simply,  "because  I  thought  it  a 
great  compliment  to  be  invited  to  the  rooms  of  two  sons  of 
noblemen,  when  I  was  net  previously  known  to  them,  and 
was  only  a  Freshman." 

"  Precisely ! "  rejoined  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  "  I'll  say 
nothing  against  Flexible  Shanks,  for  he's  a  regular  brick; 
but  I  expect  it  was  because  you  were  a  Freshman  that 
Blucher  Boots  asked  you." 

"  But,  at  any  rate,  it  was  very  friendly  and  polite  of  him 
to  invite  me  to  breakfast,"  argued  Mr.  Verdant  Green,  who 
would  have  wished  it  to  be  thought  that  the  attentions  of 
Lord  Balmoral's  son  were  due  solely  to  his  personal  merits, 
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and  were  not  to  be  attributed  to  the  fact  of  his  being  a 
Freshman. 

"  And  so  you  went,"  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  "  with  the 
tear  of  gratitude  in  your  eye,  and  a  burst  of  loyalty  in  your 
bosom.  Well,  and  what  then  ?  Cut  along,  my  hearty." 

"  After  breakfast,"  continued  Verdant,  "  the  men  gradually 
went  away ;  but  he  asked  me  to  stop,  and  have  a  weed  with 
him ;  and  I  did  so,  because  I  was  all  right  for  Lectures, 
having  posted  an  ^Bger." 

"Posted  an  u33ger!"  echoed  Mr.  Bouncer.  "My  gum, 
Giglamps,  you're  coming  it,  for  a  Freshman.  You  pretend  to 
be  -^Eger,  or  sick  and  peaky,  when  you're  in  robust  health. 
And  then,  after  your  -^Eger  breakfast — where,  of  course,  you 
behaved  yourself  like  a  sick  man  ought  to  do,  and  had  nothing 
but  tea  and  dry  toast — what  came  next  ?  " 

"  Then  Blucher  Boots  and  I  were  left  alone,  and  he  was 
very  friendly  and  pleasant,  and  asked  me  about  Warwickshire, 
and  places  that  I  knew ;  and  his  claret-cup  was  very  nice ;  and 
he  talked  a  good  deal  about  horses  and  races,  and  the  odds." 

"  Odd  if  he  wouldn't !"  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  puffing  at 
his  cigar ;  "I  know  his  horsey  proclivities.  And  then  he 
offered  to  make  your  Derby  book  ?  " 

"  Well,"  replied  Mr.  Verdant  Green — as  people  often  do 
when  they  are  speaking  of  something  that  is  not  at  all  well, 
but  bad — "  something  like  it.  He  told  me  that  he  had  a  friend 
who  had  been  kind  enough  to  tell  him,  quite  in  confidence, 
which  horse  is  to  win  the  Derby.  It  is  not  the  favourite  ;  but 
it  is  a  horse  that,  at  present,  is  not  much  talked  about.  He 
said  it  was  a  dark  horse ;  but  whether  a  black  or  a  brown,  I 
don't  know." 

Little  Mr.  Bouncer  involuntarily  winked  his  eye,  and 
smiled,  as  though  he  would  direct  an  imaginary  companion's 
attention,  and  say,  "  Oh,  here's  a  go  !  "  but  his  Freshman 
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friend  was  too  much  engaged  in  his  narrative  to  notice  the 
action. 

"And  Blucher  Boots'  friend,"  continued  Verdant,  "has 
kept  his  eye  on  the  horse  for  a  long  time,  and  has  seen  him 
tried  on  a  private  course,  and  is  in  a  particular  position  to 
obtain  correct  information  on  the  subject.  And  Blucher  Boots 
himself  has  seen  this  dark  horse,  whose  name  I  may  tell  you 
— but  of  course,  in  the  strictest  confidence." 

"  Of  course  !  the  very  strictest  of  the  strict,  Giglamps  ! 
I'll  be  as  dark  as  the  horse." 

"  His  name  is  *  The  Knight.'  " 

"  That  Knight  ought  to  be  ridden  by  Day,  oughtn't  he  ? 
Oh,  Day  and  Knight,  but  this  is  wondrous  strange  !  as  Shik- 
spur  says."  And  the  countenance  of  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  as  he 
watched  Mr.  Yerdant  Green,  was  quite  a  study. 

"  And/'  continued  that  innocent  gentleman,  "  Blucher 
Boots,  to  use  his  own  expression,  is  sweet  upon  The  Knight, 
and  is  firmly  convinced  that  no  other  horse,  not  even  the 
favourite,  has  the  slightest  chance  to  win  the  race  from  him. 
So  that  he  is  going  to  support  him  to  the  best  of  his  ability, 
and  said  that  he  should  put  a  pot  of  money  on  him — an 
expression  that  I  do  not  fully  comprehend." 

"  It  means,"  explained  Mr.  Bouncer,  "  that  the  money  he 
will  bet  on  the  dark  horse  will  go  to  the  pot — that  is,  will  be 
all  U.P.  and  done  for ;  like  classical  parties,  who,  when  dead, 
were  burnt,  and  had  their  ashes  put  into  pots  or  urns."  The 
little  gentleman  knocked  off  the  ash  of  his  cigar,  and  asked, 
"  And  what  did  B.  B.,  which  stands  for  Bad  Boy,  do  then  ?  " 
"Why,  then  he  spoke  about  having  made  his  book  for  the 
Derby,  and  that  he  had  done  it  so  cleverly,  and  on  such  a  sure 
plan,  that  he  must  be  a  gainer  even  if  The  Knight  did  not 
win ;  although  he  thought  such  an  event  was  an  impossibility. 
And  then  he  offered  to  show  me  how  to  make  a  book ;  and  I 
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tried  to  comprehend  him,  but  I  could  not  do  so ;  although  I 
fear  that  I  gave  him  to  understand  that  his  explanations  were 
quite  clear  to  me.  And  he  rather  confused  me  by  referring 
to  a  sweep;  and  although  I  knew  that,  on  a  race-course, 
people  must  meet  with  all  sorts  of  queer  characters,  yet  I 
thought  it  rather  odd  that  a  nobleman's  son  should  appear  to 
be  so  familiar  with  a  sweep.  And  he  strongly  advised  me  to 
do  what  seemed  to  me  a  very  strange  thing  ;  and  that  was,  to 
join  him  in  a  sweep." 

Little  Mr.  Bouncer  chuckled  to  himself,  and  said,  "  I  sup- 
pose, Giglamps,  you  took  him  for  a  cannibal  of  the  Fa-fe-fi-fo- 
fum  species;  and,  if  you  did,  old  fellow,  you'd  not  be  very  far 
off  the  mark ;  for  Blucher  Boots  would  pick  your  bones  as 
clean  as  a  chicken,  and  get  every  shilling  out  of  your  pocket. 
He's  so  hard  up  that  he  can  scarcely  rub  two  half-crowns 
against  each  other,  and  a  sovereign  might  dance  in  his  pocket 
without  breaking  its  shins.  Did  he  get  anything  out  of  you?  " 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say  he  did,"  sighed  Mr.  Verdant  Green, 
with  a  retrospective  glance  at  his  past  conduct.  "  He  talked 
to  me  so  much  about  my  Derby  book,  and  joining  him  in  the 
sweep,  and  other  things  which  I  could  not  properly  under- 
stand— and  he  put  it  to  me  in  so  many  ways  about  the  great 
advantages  that  I  should  secure  by  backing  The  Knight  at 
long  odds — I  think  that  was  his  expression — that,  at  last, 
when  he  asked  me  if  I  could  oblige  him  with  change  for  a  five- 
pound  note" 

"  I'm  interrupting  you,"  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer;  "  but,  did 
you  see  that  five-pound  note,  Giglamps  ?  " 

"No;  I  did  not." 

"  If  you  had,  you  would  have  seen  what  his  creditors  have 
not  yet  been  privileged  to  witness,  much  less  to  handle,"  ob- 
served Mr.  Bouncer.  "  Well,  young  'un,  go  ahead  !  " 

"  And  I  told  him  that  I  could  not  change  him  the  note ;  for, 
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curiously  enough,  I  myself  wanted  change  for  a  five-pound 
note ;  my  papa — I  mean,  my  Governor — having,  that  morning, 
sent  me,  in  a  letter,  three  five-pound  notes.  And,  when 
Blucher  Boots  asked  if  I  had  got  the  notes  with  me,  I  said, 
'  Oh,  yes  ! '  and  pulled  them  out  of  my  pocket-book.  And  he 
said  that  they  had  been  sent  most  opportunely,  and  that  I 
couldn't  do  better  than  to  let  him  lay  them  out  for  me  ;  and 
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that  they  would  bring  me  in  ever  so  much  more.  And  he,  in 
fact — that  is  to  say,"  stammered  Mr.  Verdant  Green,  as  he 
somewhat  hesitated  to  make  a  full  disclosure  of  the  truth,  even 
to  his  friend — "  in  short — I — at  last  I  handed  them  to  him." 

"  What !  you  gave  Blucher  Boots  the  three  five-pound 
notes  ?  My  gum,  Giglamps  !  "  Little  Mr.  Bouncer  did  not 
say  much.  Perhaps,  like  the  monkeys,  he  thought  the  more. 
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There  was  a  silence  for  a  few  minutes.  Mr.  Verdant  Green 
sat  in  a  dejected  posture,  with  his  head  leaning  upon  his  hand. 
Mr.  Bouncer  puffed  savagely  at  his  cigar  ;  flung  the  stump  out 
of  the  window ;  hit  Buz  abstractedly,  yet  sharply,  with  his 
post-horn,  causing  that  canine  monster  to  show  his  teeth  in  a 
highly  threatening  way ;  and,  at  length,  said,  "  I  don't  won- 
der, Giglamps,  that  you  look  in  a  blue  funk  !  " 

Although  Mr.  Verdant  Green  attached  very  indefinite  ideas 
as  to  the  nature  and  sensations  of  a  "  blue  funk  " — a  subject  on 
which  Gainsborough's  "  Blue  Boy  "  might  have  been  able  to 
throw  some  light — yet,  the  phrase  sounded  ominously  in  his 
ears,  and,  if  possible,  plunged  him  yet  deeper  into  the  deep 
waters  of  his  trouble. 


CHAPTER  III. 

LITTLE    MR.    BOUNCER   TAKES    MEASURES   TO   BEFRIEND 
MR.    VERDANT    GREEN. 

ECOVERING  somewhat  from  the  pros- 
tration of  that  "  blue  funk  "  with  which, 
according  to  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  Mr.  Ver- 
dant Green  appeared  to  be  overcome,  the 
Oxford  Freshman  resumed  his  explanation, 
mingled  with  an  apology  for  the  conduct 
both  of  himself  and  Mr.  Blucher  Boots, 
"  He  only  borrowed  those  three  five-pound  notes  :  they  were 
not  for  himself,  you  must  understand  ;  but  were  for  my  own 
Derby  book,  and  were  to  be  used  in  bets  on  my  behalf. 
Blucher  Boots  said  that  he  was  quite  sure  of  winning.  He 
had  calculated  the  odds  according  to  mathematical  rules ;  and, 
whether  The  Knight  won  or  lost,  he  himself  would  be  a  winner, 
and,  of  course,  I  should  go  shares  with  him.  And,  it  seemed 
to  be  such  a  good  chance  of  gaining  twenty  or  thirty  pounds, 
which,  he  said,  would  be  the  very  least  that  I  should  receive— - 
although  there  was  every  probability  that  I  should  win  as. 
much  as  seventy  or  eighty  pounds  if  The  Knight  came  in  first", 
which  Blucher  Boots  said  he  would  be  sure  to  do — that," 
continued  Mr.  Verdant  Green,  somewhat  incoherently,  "  I 
saw  it  was  such  a  good  opportunity — and  the  money  would 
have  been  so  nice — and  I  could  have  bought  such  handsome 
presents  to  take  home  to  my  sisters — and,  you  must  remember, 
that  I  had  all  the  benefits  of  Blucher  Boots'  superior  know- 
ledge— and  he  is  Lord  Balmoral's  son,  you  know — and  he  said 
something  about  my  being  just  the  sort_of  man  that  his  father 
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would  like  to  be  introduced  to — and  he  hinted  at  my  coming 
to  see  them  at  Wellington  House  in  the  Long  Vacation — and 
he  seemed  so  civil  and  friendly — and  it  is  for  me  that  he  is 
investing  the  fifteen  pounds,  and  not  for  himself,  you  under- 
stand"  

"  Oh !  I  understand  perfectly,"  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer, 
cutting  his  friend  short ;  "  and  Blucher  Boots  shall  find  it 
another  pair  of  shoes  before  I've  done  with  him.  Oh,  Gig- 
lamps  !  what  would  your  respected  parients  say,  if  they  knew 
fchat  you'd  made  a  book  on  the  Derby,  and  been  and  gone  and? 
done  it  after  this  fashion  ?  Your  Governor  don't  bet  on  raees^ 
does  he  ?" 

"  Oh,  no !  I'm  sure  he  does  not!  "  responded  Mr.  Verdant 
Green,  heartily,  as  his  thoughts  fled  back  to  his  home  at  the 
Manor  Green,  Warwickshire,  and  pictured  the  form  of  his 
father,  sitting  tranquilly,  after  breakfast,  and  reading  his 
letters  and  morning  newspaper  in  slippered  ease. 

"  And,"  continued  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  assuming  the  air  of  a 
Mentor,  "  I'm  equally  sure  that  he  wouldn't  like  his  only  son 
and  heir  to  do  so." 

"  I'm  quite  sure  about  that,"  said  Verdant,  confidently ; 
"  and  I'm  very  sorry  now  that  I  have  given  away  those  three 
five-pound  notes,  and  have  been  induced  to  make  bets  on  The 
Knight.  And  the  fact  is,  that  it  is  fretting  me  very  much.'* 

"  Well,  don't  fret  yourself  into  fiddle-strings,  old  fellow  !" 
said  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  encouragingly ;  "  that  won't  mend 
matters.  I'll  see  what  can  be  done  to  pull  you  out  of  the* 
mire.  You  trust  to  your  faithful  Bouncer  to  get  you  out  of 
the  pickle,  if  it  can  anyhow  be  managed." 

"  Perhaps  I  had  better  go  to  Blucher  Boots,  and  see  what 
can  be  done  ?  "  timidly  suggested  Mr.  Verdant  Green. 

"  Perhaps  you  had  better  do  nothing  of  the  sort,"  promptly 
rejoined  Mr.  Bouncer.  "  If  you  open  your  mouth,  you  are  sure 
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to  put  your  foot  into  it.  No,  my  tulip  !  you  leave  it  to  yours 
truly ;  and  I'll  do  my  possibles,  as  the  Parley- voos  gay,  to  act 
as  your  confidential  agent  and  go-between  in  setting  matters 
straight.  But,  I  tell  you  plainly,  Giglamps ;  if  this  sort  of 
thing  goes  on,  it  can  only  end  in  one  way." 

"  What  way  ?  "  asked  Verdant,  anxiously. 

"Why,  this  way  !  you'll  run  a  fearful  mucker,"  replied  Mr. 
Bouncer,  sententiously.  "  Come  along,  Huz  and  Buz,  and  I'll 
shut  you  up  in  the  little  shop  for  coal,  while  I  go  and  see 
Blucher  Boots.  Ta,  ta  !  Giglamps  !  Keep  up  your  pecker." 


MR.  VERDANT   GREEN   TEELS   HIMSELF,   LIKE   HIS  TEA,    IN   HOT    WATER. 

And  little  Mr.  Bouncer  took  himself,  and  his  dogs,  and  his 
post-horn,  out  of  the  room,  with  no  small  noise  from  his 
canine  pets,  and  with  a  piercing  fanfare  from  his  unmusical 
instrument,  which  was  heard  sounding  octaves  all  down  the 
staircase,  and  out  into  the  quad. 

Left  to  his  solitude,  Mr.  Verdant  Green  made  himself  a 
very  strong  cup  of  tea — an  accomplishment  in  which  he  was 
now  tolerably  perfect,  thanks  to  the  lessons  in  the  science  that 
he  had  received  from  his  old  bedmaker,  Mrs.  Tester ;  and  as 
ho  sat  over  the  steaming  beverage,  it  painfully  occurred  to 
him  that  he  also,  like  his  tea,  was,  metaphorically,  in  a  stew 
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and  in  hot  water.  He  did  not  attach  any  very  definite  mean- 
ings to  those  two  phrases  of  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  which  had 
reference  to  his  being  in  "  a  blue  funk,"  and  hinted  at  the 
probability  of  his  "  running  a  fearful  mucker ;  "  but  although 
he  was  unable  to  grasp  the  full  signification  of  the  Oriental 
imagery  of  his  friend's  expressions,  yet,  undoubtedly,  they 
sounded  far  from  reassuring,  and  did  not  tend  to  add  to  his 
comfort.  Nor  did  he  feel  any  happier  when  he  conjured  up  a 
gloomy  series  of  mental  pictures,  which  passed  before  his 
mind's  eye  in  fantastic  phantasmagorias,  and  showed  him  what 
the  inhabitants  of  the  Manor  Green  would  think,  and  feel,  and 
say,  and  do,  if  they  only  knew  the  course  that  the  hope  of 
their  house  was  pursuing;  and  that,  in  his  Freshman's  term, 
he  had  already  begun  to  bet  on  horse-races  and  make  a  book 
on  the  Derby.  What  would  his  father  say  to  those  three  five- 
pound  notes  being  handed  over  to  the  custody  of  Mr.  Blucher 
Boots  ?  What  would  his  good  mother  think  of  his  backing  a 
.dark  horse — supposing  that  she  could  understand  such  a 
phrase  ?  Would  his  sisters  be  disposed  to  exculpate  his  con- 
duct, in  consideration  that  it  had  made  him  the  friend  of  a 
nobleman's  son,  with  a  possible  introduction  to  Wellington 
House  ?  And  would  his  aunt,  Miss  Virginia  Verdant,  be  able 
to  comprehend  the  darkness  of  the  case  when  she  was  told  the 
startling  intelligence  that  her  nephew  had  "joined  in  a  sweep  ?" 
Alas,  that  sweep !  it  was  an  atra  cura  to  Mr.  Verdant  Green 
— a  black  care  that  rode  behind  the  horse- 
man  and  crouched  astern  the  jockey  on 
the  crupper  of  "  The  Knight."  He  began 
to  feel  that  he  was  indeed  beginning 
to  run  that  fearful  mucker  of  which 
Mr.  Bouncer  hadspoken;  and  he  knew 
that  such  a  racewould  be  one  that 
•would  be  all  downhill  in  facile  descent  to  Avernus,  and  to  a 
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precipice  of  danger  and  disgrace.  Who  should  tell  to  what 
conclusion  his  book  on  the  Derby  would  lead,  and  what  would 
be  its  Finis  ?  Could  he  look  with  pleasure  to  the  last  page 
of  its  third  volume,  or  anticipate  its  end  with  satisfaction  ? 
Better  to  shut  up  its  pages,  and  to  fling  the  book  into  the  fire, 
lest  his  own  fingers  and  pockets  should  be  burnt ! 

As  such  reflections  coursed  through  his  mind,  he  felt  as  , 
miserable  as  he  did  when,  not  many  weeks  before,  he  had  sat  • 
by  his  window,  after  his  father  had  left  him,  while  the  strains 
of  "  Home,  Sweet  Home,"  from  a  German  band  playing  just 
outside  the  college  gates,  were  borne  to  his  ears,  and  reduced 
him  to  a  melting  mood ;  so  that,  when  Mr.  Robert  Filcher 
came  into  the  room,  he  found  his  new  master  busily  engaged 
in  wiping  his  spectacles.  Although  it  could  not  be  affirmed 
on  the  present  occasion  that  when  the  scout  returned  to  take 
away  the  breakfast  things,  he  discovered  Mr.  Verdant  Green, 
in  the  act  of  removing  tears  from  his  glasses,  yet  that  gentle- 
man's eyes  certainly  seemed  to  be  somewhat  moist,  and,  al- 
together, he  looked  like  a  knight  of  the  rueful  countenance. 
But,  as  yet,  he  was  only  a  Freshman ;  and  he  had  many  things 
to  learn,  not  only  in  a  pleasant  Oxford  college,  but  also  in 
the  stern  school  of  Experience,  whose  discipline,  though  hard, 
is  salutary. 

Meanwhile,  little  Mr.  Bouncer  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and 
at  once  took  active  measures  to  extricate  his  friend  from  the 
pitfall  into  which  he  had  been  lured  by  one  who  had  proved 
himself  to  be  too  astute  and  cunning  for  the  simple  nature  of 
the  other  who  had  so  readily  fallen  into  his  toils.  Placing 
Huz  and  Buz  in  the  coal  cupboard  just  outside  his  door,  and 
giving  them,  for  their  amusement,  an  old  Wellington  boot, 
out  of  which,  during  his  absence,  they  could  hunt  imaginary 
rats,  Mr.  Bouncer  put  up  his  post-horn,  and  thrust  his  arms 
into  that  ragged  and  scanty  garment,  furnished  with  a  lappet 
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and  two  streamers,  which  the  little  gentleman  called  his  "  tail- 
curtain,"  but  which  the  academical  authorities  would  have 
termed  his  undergraduate's  gown.  It  was  needful  for  him  to 
assume  this  elegant  costume  as  he  had  to  leave  Brazenface 
and  walk  up  the  High  Street  before  he  could  reach  the  parti- 
cular college  which  Lord  Balmoral's  son  honoured  with  his 
presence ;  and,  as  the  time  had  not  yet  reached  the  afternoon's 
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hours,  when  caps  and  gowns  might  be  dispensed  with  in  public 
— the  members  of  the  various  Colleges  being  then  supposed 
to  be  leaving  the  city  for  a  country  walk,  or  for  the  river  and 
cricket-field  and  other  sports — including  the  hunting  of  rats 
and  the  shooting  of  pigeons  and  rabbits — Mr.  Bouncer  was 
compelled,  through  fear  of  being  proctorised,  to  "  sport  a  tail- 
curtain."  If  it  did  not  improve  his  appearance,  that  was  not 
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his  fault,  but  was  a  matter  for  the  rulers  of  the  University  to 
rescind  their  statute  "De  Vestitu." 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  after  he  had  left  Mr.  Yerdant 
Green's  rooms,  little  Mr.  Bouncer  was  knocking  at  a  certain 
door  on  a  particular  staircase,  where,  as  he  had  ascertained 
from  the  porter  at  the  lodge  of  the  College,  the  person  of  whom 
he  was  in  quest  "  hung  out ; "  so,  at  least,  Mr.  Bouncer 
phrased  Mr.  Blucher  Boots'  tenancy  of  the  rooms  in  question. 

"  If  he  thinks  it's  the  woodpecker  tapping,  he'll  be  slightly 
deceived,"  said  Mr.  Bouncer  to  himself. 

"  Come  in!  "  was  shouted  from  withinside  the  room;  and 
Mr.  Bouncer  went  in. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


LITTLE  MB.  BOUNCER  TROUBLES  THE  HON.  BLUCHER  BOOTS  FOR 
AN  EXPLANATION. 

HE  room  into  which  little 
Mr.  Bouncer  passed  was  not 
a  room  that  was  "  hung 
around  with  pikes  and  guns 
and  bows/'  like  to  that  of  the 
famous  Fine  Old  English 
Gentleman  of  the  national 
song,  but  it  was  *  furnished 
after  the  fashion  of  a  room 
belonging  to  a  young  English 
gentleman  of  the  modern 
time — more  especially  of  that 
particular  species  of  gentleman  which  is  known  as  the 
Oxford  Undergraduate.  There  certainly  were  "  bows  "  in 
the  room ;  for  archery  was  then  in  fashion,  especially 
at  those  colleges  that  possessed  extensive  lawns ;  and 
the  Hon.  Blucher  Boots,  as  befitting  a  son  of  Lord  Bal- 
moral, was  not  to  be  behind  in  the  fashions  of  the  day.  But, 
instead  of  "  pikes  and  guns,"  there  were  pipes  and  meer- 
schaums arranged  on  either  side  the  fireplace,  on  fanciful 
shields  carved  and  emblazoned  by  Margetts.  And  there  were 
numerous  sporting  prints,  and  coloured  hunting  scenes,  and 
Landseer's  animals,  and  pretty  feminine  inanities,  all  in  ele- 
gant gilt  frames,  from  Ryman's  or  Wyatt's  ;  and  there  were 
handscreens  and  fancy  articles  in  papier  macM,  on  which  the 
artists  of  Messrs.  Spiers  and  Son  had  drawn  the  glories  of 
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Oxford  from  their  most  picturesque  points  of  view  ;  and  there 
were  Parian  statuettes,  and  vases,  and  china ;  and  there  were 
handsomely-bound  volumes  on  rows  of  oaken  book-shelves ; 
and  there  were  two  or  three  pairs  of  antlers  (convenient  for 
the  support  of  riding-whips,  walking-sticks,  and  such  like), 
the  owners  of  which  had  fallen  to  Mr.  Blucher  Boots'  unerring 
rifle,  at  Glenslipper,  his  father's  shooting-box  in  Perthshire. 

The  furniture  of  the  room  was  an  evidence  that  the  occu- 
pant was  a  person  of  assthetical  tastes ;  and  that  he  was 
either  wealthy  or  was  in  a  position  to  obtain  unlimited  credit 
for  the  various  articles  that  he  had  gathered  around  him. 
If  the  son  of  a  Commoner  has  facilities  for  doing  so,  the  son 
of  a  Peer  finds  himself  indulged  to  an  extent  that  is  seductive 
and  dangerous;  and  Oxford  tradesmen  are  almost  the  last 
persons  who  should  be  blamed  for  the  evils  of  the  credit 
system.  Very  often  they  themselves  are  the  sufferers,  and 
find  that  they  have  fallen  victims  to  one  who  is,  legally,  "  an 
infant." 

The  Hon.  Blucher  Boots  himself  was  one  of  these  legal 
infants,  and,  physically  speaking,  was  a  tolerably  fine  specimen 
of  the  infant  race.  When,  in  compliance  with  his  call 
"  Come  in ! "  little  Mr.  Bouncer  entered  his  room,  he  wras 
sitting  in  one  of  his  numerous  easy- chairs,  "  in  gorgeous 
array,"  like  Villikins'  Dinah,  with  a  scarlet  Turkish  fez  on 
his  head,  and  a  crimson-and-blue-striped  dressing-gown  belted 
round  his  waist,  the  while  he  smoked  a  short  black  pipe  and 
consulted  a  "Racing  Calendar."  He  was  by  no  means  an  ill- 
looking  young  man,  although  during  his  interview  with  Mr. 
Bouncer,  his  countenance  could  assume  an  expression  that 
was  the  very  reverse  of  prepossessing. 

"  Good  morning !  "  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  as  he  closed  the 
door  behind  him.  "I'm  lucky  to  find  you  in ;  and  not  only 
in,  but  alone/' 
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"  The  luck's  all  on  your  side,"  sharply  rejoined  the  other, 
who  seemed  to  sniff  a  coming  breeze. 

"  Then  I'll  make  the  most  of  my  luck,"  said  the  intruder, 
as  he  flourished  his  battered  cap  by  its  tassel.  "  My  name  is 
Bouncer  on  the  Grampian  Hills,  and  also  in  Oxford — see 
Gazetteers  and  County  Directories,  passim.  Henry  Bouncer 


CC1IY    NAME    IS    BOUNCER." 

is  my  name  ;  England  is  my  nation ;  Brazenface  is  my  dwell- 
ing place.  You  may  have  heard  of  me  in  the  pages  of 
History,  although  you  don't  seem  to  know  me." 

"  Don't  know  you  from  Adam,"  said  Mr.  Blucher  Boots, 
stolidly. 

"Did  you  mention  the  name  of  Adam  ?   I'm  not  acquainted 
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with  that  party,  so  can't  tell  if  there's  any  likeness  between 
ns,"  replied  little  Mr.  Bouncer. 

"  You're  a  cool  card,"  observed  Mr.  Blucher  Boots,  as  he 
puffed,  somewhat  savagely,  at  his  short  black  pipe. 

"  Perhaps  so.  I  wasn't  born  in  a  hurry;  so  -I've  had  time 
to  look  about  me.  But  sitting's  as  cheap  as  standing ;  so,  if 
it's  all  the  same  to  you,  I'll  sit  down  while  we  have  our  talkee- 
talkee — unless  you  charge  for  your  chairs,  like  those  fellows 
do  in  the  Park ;  a  penny  to  sit  down  on  one,  tuppence  to  put 
up  your  legs  on  another,  and  no  reduction  on  taking  a 
quantity." 

As  Mr.  Blucher  Boots  kept  silence  and  went  on  smoking, 
little  Mr.  Bouncer  sat  down,  and  said,  "  You  could  remember 
me,  I  dare  say,  if  you  chose  to  do  so.  We  met;  'twas  in  a 
crowd — at  Fosbrooke's  rooms — and  I  thought  you  had  done 
me ;  I've  come,  and  you  don't  move,  though  your  eye  is  upon 
me.  I'd  my  eye  upon  you,  that  night ;  for  I  dropped  the  best 
part  of  a  fiver  to  you,  at  Van  John,  when  you  were  slightly 
lucky  in  turning  up  aces." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  insinuate  " began  Lord  Balmoral's 

son,  with  a  flushed  face  and  angry  scowl. 

"  Oh,  dear,  no  !  don't  put  yourself  about,  and  get  waxy, 
and  make  yourself  as  red  as  your  fez ;  I  don't  insinuate  any- 
thing," said  Mr.  Bouncer.  "  Some  people  have  a  certain 
person's  luck  ;  and  that  seemed  to  be  your  case.  But,  it  was 
not  so  much  the  aces  as  the  betting.  You're  a  first-rate 
hand  at  laying  odds ;  I'll  give  you  credit  for  that ;  for  I  like 
to  give  every  man  his  due.  And  that's  the  business  that's 
brought  me  here.  I  think  you  know  a  Brazenface  man  of  the 
name  of  Verdant  Green  ?  " 

"A  Freshman?" 

"  Something  like  one.  He  is  a  particular  friend  oi 
mine." 
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"  I  can't  compliment  you  upon  your  acquaintance,"  sneered 
Mr.  Blucher  Boots. 

"  Never  mind  that ;  I  don't  care  for  empty  compliments," 
replied  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  sticking  up  for  his  absent  friend. 
"  Verdant  Green's  not  at  all  a  bad  sort,  though  a  trifle  fresh 
— as  you  have  found  out.  And,  to  come  to  the  point,  it  seems 
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to  me  that  you  have  been  taking  an  undue  advantage  of  his 
freshness  and  inexperience." 

"  I  don't  know  by  what  right  you  intrude  into  my  rooms, 
and  read  me  a  lecture,"  said  Mr.  Blucher  Boots.  "But 
before  I  kick  you  out " 

"Kick  me  out?"   echoed  Mr.  Bouncer.     "Two  can  play 
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at  that  game,  my  beauty  ;  and  I  don't  think  your  shoemaker 
will  ever  become  acquainted  with  my  tailor." 

" you  may  as  well  enlighten  me,"  continued  Mr. 

Blucher  Boots,  puffing  at  his  pipe,  "  as  to  the  supposed  ad- 
vantage that  I  have  taken  of  your  friend's  freshness." 

"With  all  the  pleasure  in  the  world,"  said  Mr.  Bouncer. 
"  You  have  persuaded  my  friend,  Verdant  Green,  who  knows 
nothing  whatever  about  horse-racing,  to  make  a  book  on  the 
Derby,  and  you  have  taken  his  money  to  invest  on  a  certain 
dark  horse." 

"  What  of  that! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Blucher  Boots.  "Though 
the  horse  is  a  comparative  outsider,  yet  he's  entrusted  with 
good  money,  and  has  some  big  bets  written  in  his  name.  His 
stable  companion  has  been  backed  for  a  good  amount ;  but 
he's  the  better  horse  of  the  two,  and  I  have  certain  private 
information  about  him  on  which  I  can  rely.  Eve  put  a  lot  of 
money  on  him  myself;  and  if  I've  put  your  friend  up  to  a 
good  thing,  I've  done  him  a  kindness." 

"  I  don't  see  it  in  that  light "  said  Mr.  Bouncer ;  "  and,  on 
Verdant  Green's  behalf,  I  have  come  to  request  you  to  return 
to  him  the  three  fivers  that  he  handed  to  you." 

"  I  decline  to  do  anything  of  the  kind." 

"  You  do  ?  " 

"  Most  decidedly  I  do  !  "  cried  Mr.  Blucher  Boots,  angrily. 
*c  And  it's  like  your  impertinence  to  force  yourself  into  my 
rooms  and  to  make  such  a  proposition." 

"Very  well,  then,  my  beauty,"  replied  little  Mr.  Bouncer, 
coolly,  as  he  rose  to  leave  the  room ;  "  then,  having  fulfilled 
my  errand,  and  got  my  answer,  I'll  go,  and  leave  you  to  look 
out  for  squalls.  Betting  isn't  allowed  in  college,  as  you  are 
aware ;  and,  all  that's  done  in  that  way  is  sub  rosd,  and  un- 
known to  the  Dons.  In  their  eyes,  bets  on  cards  would  be 
bad  enough ;  but  bets  on  races  and  books  on  the  Derby  would 
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be  looked  upon  as  something  more  than  peccadilloes.  As  you 
don't  chose  to  hand  back  Verdant  Green's  three  five-pound 
notes,  I  shall  go  at  once  to  Dr.  Portman,  the  Master  of  Brazen- 
ace,  and  lay  the  whole  affair  before  him.  I  shall  do  the  same 
by  the  Head  of  your  own  College.  My  friend  will  get  off 
very  lightly,  because  he's  a  Freshman  and  inexperienced,  and 
was  led  on  by  you  ;  but  it  will  be  a  different  thing  with  you ;, 
and  if,  to-morrow  you  don't  hear  something  about  Rustica- 
ton,  then  my  name's  not  Bouncer.  It'll  be  a  nice  thing, 
won't  it,  for  Lord  Balmoral's  hopeful  son  to  be  sent  down  to 
the  country  for  getting  a  raw  Freshman's  money  out  of  him  ? 
There  are  unkind  people  in  the  world  who  would,  perhaps, 
say  that  it  was  as  bad  as  fleecing  a  Freshman  ;  but,  whatever 
they  may  say,  you've  only  yourself  to  thank  for  it.  Ta,  ta ! 
my  beauty.  Look  out  for  squalls."  And  little  Mr.  Bouncer 
left  the  room. 

"  Hi !  here !  wait  a  moment,  you  sir  !  "  called  out  Mr. 
Blucher  Boots,  as  he  went  to  the  door  of  his  room,  after  a 
momentary  hesitation.  "  If  your  Freshman  friend  don't 
choose  to  avail  himself  of  my  disinterested  kindness,  he's  a 
fool  for  his  pains.  It  isn't  every  one  who  could  have  had 
such  a  good  thing  offered  to  him.  If  he  don't  like  to  post  his 
money  of  course  he  can  have  it  back  again ;  but  he  will  be 
throwing  away  an  opportunity  that  may  never  fall  in  his  way 
again." 

"  I  hope  not,  with  all  my  heart,"  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer  ^ 
"  so  if  you  like  to  give  him  back  the  money  he'll  be  quite 
content  to  lose  his  chance  of  making  his  fortune  by  your  in- 
vestment. That's  about  the  size  of  it,  I  think."  And  they 
went  back  into  the  room. 

"There  are  the  notes,"  said  Mr.  Blucher  Boots,  as  he  took 
them  out  of  his  pocket-book ;  "  and  I  hope  I  may  never  see 
your  face  again." 
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u  That  will  be  your  loss,"  replied  little  Mr.  Bouncer;  "and 
it  shows  that  you  are  no  judge  of  pretty  pictures.  Your  mug 
is  none  too  handsome,  I  can  tell  you.  But,  adoo,  Samivel ! 
I've  got  the  three  fivers,  so  I'm  satisfied.  You  can  have  a 
proper  receipt  for  them,  if  you  like." 

The  Hon.  Blucher  Boots  made  use  of  unparliamentary  lan- 
guage, under  cover  of  which  little  Mr.  Bouncer  made  good  his 
retreat,  and  returned  to  Brazenface. 


CHAPTER  Y. 

LITTLE    ME.    BOUNCER    GIVES   A   BREAKFAST   PARTY. 

1  ERE  are  the  notes,  Giglamps,"  said  little 
Mr.  Bouncer,  as  he  re-entered  his  friend's 
room  at  Brazenface,  on  his  return  from 
the   interview   with  the   Hon.   Blucher 
Boots.     "  I  had  a  squeeze  to  get  them ; 
^_  .  for  the  fellow  cut  up  rather  rusty.     But 
•  *"  here  they  are,  and  joy  go  with  them." 

"Oh,  thank  you,  so  much !  "  cried  Verdant  Green,  heartily, 
as  he  once  more  handled  the  three  five-pound  notes  that  had 
been  entrusted  to  the  charge  of  the  son  of  Lord  Balmoral. 
"  You  are  a  real  friend.     What  can  I  do  to  repay  you  ?  " 
"Why  you  can  do  this,"  replied  Mr.  Bouncer.     "In  the 
first  place,  you  must  cut  that  fellow's  acquaintance ;  he's  a  bad 
lot,  and  will  do  you  no  good.     In  the  second  place,  you  must 
give  me  your  word  and  honour,  as  a  Brazenface  man,  that 
you'll  never  bet  again  in  a  similar  way." 

Verdant  Green  readily  gave  the  required  promise. 
"  I'm  not  over  wise  myself  in  some  things,"  continued  the 
little  gentleman ;  especially  in  reading  and  all  that,  and  in 
those  sort  of  things  that  the  Examiners  stump  you  with  at  the 
beastly  Examinations.  My  first  years  must  have  been  passed 
in  healthful  play,  and  not  in  books  and-  works,  as  Dr.  Whats- 
his-name  says  ;  and,  I  daresay,  that  what  you  call  the  intellec- 
tual faculties  hadn't  a  fair  chance,  and  were  kept  dormouse, 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  But,  in  other  things,  I'm  wide 
awake  and  up  to  snuff,  and  not  quite  such  a  fool  as  I  look ; 
and  I'm  wise  enough  to  know  that  if  you  take  to  betting  on 
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horse-racing — of  which  yon  know  no  more  than  a  kitten,  and 
especially  with  men  like  Blucher  Boots — you'll  soon  make 
ducks  and  drakes  with  your  money,  and  will  go  to  the  bad 
like  a  house  a-fire.  If  you  want  to  do  it  at  all,  it's  quite 
sufficient  to  keep  to  a  little  mild  betting  at  Van  John  and  Three- 
card  Loo  ',  not  but  what  you  may  overdo  that.  But,  as  for 
horse-racing,  keep  clear  of  it,  old  fellow ;  and,  if  you  take  his 
advice  in  that  particular,  you'll  bless  yours  truly,  Henry  Boun- 
cer. And  now,  I  vote  we  do  some  bitters.  My  throat's  rather 
dry  with  so  much  speechifying." 

So  little  Mr.  Bouncer  holloa'd  "  Robert ! "  and  on  Mr 
Filcher's  appearance  ordered  him  to  bring  them  a  big  pewter 
of  that  Buttery  ale  for  which  the  College  of  Brazenface  has  a 
deserved  reputation.  "  That's  the  stuff  to  make  your  hair 
curl,"  he  said,  as  he  reluctantly  took  his  lips  away  from  the 
pewter.  "  Who  was  the  cove  who  sang  something  about  dip- 
ping his  beak  in  the  Gascon  wine  ?  Here,  Giglamps ;  you  dip 
your  beak  in  that,  and  it  will  do  you  more  good  than  any 
Gascon  wine." 

"  I  can't  help  thinking  how  kind  you  have  been  to  me," 
said  Verdant,  who  was  now  looking  more  cheerful  than  he 
had  done  when  his  friend  had  first  entered  the  room  on  that 
morning.  It  was  evident  that  the  "blue  funk  "  had  nearly 
cleared  away,  and  that  the  Freshman,  having  worked  himself 
up  to  a  state  of  feverish  anxiety,  was  now  experiencing  the 
delightful  sensation  of  unexpected  relief. 

"  There !  never  mind  about  the  kindness,"  replied  Mr. 
Bouncer.  "We'll  say  no  more  about  it.  But,  don't  you  ever 
bet  on  horse-racing  again — more  particularly  with  Blucher 
Boots." 

"  Indeed,  I  never  will.     This  has  been  a  lesson  to  me." 

And  it  was  something  more  than  that ;  for  this  little 
episode  in  his  life's  history  greatly  helped  to  cement  the 
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friendship  that  Mr.  Verdant  Green  already  felt  for  little  Mr. 
Bouncer.  It  showed  him  that,  under  all  his  peculiarities  of 
language  and  manner,  Mr.  Bouncer  was  a  person  who  was 
capable  of  giving  him  good  advice  and  was  ready  to  keep  him 
from  falling  into  those  snares  and  temptations  that  beset  every 
young  man  on  his  entrance  into  life,  and  none  more  so  than  a 
home-nurtured,  inexperienced  youth  who  is  suddenly  removed 
from  a  well-ordered  household  to  the  mixed  society  of  a  throng 
of  undergraduates,  in  a  beautiful  city  where  he  can  freely 
procure  all  that  he  desires  without  troubling  himself  to  think 
of  present  payment. 

A  fortnight  after,  when  the  memory  of  The  Knight  and 
the  book  on  the  Derby  was  beginning  to  fade  from  Mr. 
Verdant  Green's  mind,  little  Mr.  Bouncer  entering  his  room 
with  a  newspaper  in  his  hand,  said,  "  Giglamps,  old  fellow  ! 
your  dark  horse  has  been  scratched." 

"  How  cruel  of  them  !  why  did  they  scratch  it  ?  "  asked 
the  Freshman. 

"  Oh,  you  sweet  innocent !  "  laughed  Mr.  Bouncer.  "  The 
Knight's  name  has  been  scratched  out  of  the  list  of  horses  for 
the  Derby ;  so  your  fifteen  pounds  wouldn't  have  made  your 
fortune.  However,  there  was  a  good  end  to  that  business  ; 
and  we'll  let  bygones  alone.  What  a  splendiferous  weed- 
case  this  is  ! "  he  said,  as  he  took  a  cigar  out  of  a  blue  velvet 
case  that  had  been  presented  to  him  by  Verdant  Green,  as  a 
souvenir  of  the  Blucher  Boots  transactions.  "  I  think  I  was 
the  only  gainer  by  your  book  on  the  Derby." 

"  I  gained  experience  and  a  lesson  for  life,"  said  Verdant. 

"So  you  did;  and  that's  worth  something,"  replied  Mr. 
Bouncer. 

The  days  went  by,  and  the  end  of  the  Term  had  arrived ; 
but  Mr.  Verdant  Green  had  not  received  another  invitation 
to  breakfast  with  Mr.  Blucher  Boots,  nor  had  Lord  Balmoral's 
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son  in  any  way  condescended  to  notice  him ;  in  fact,  when  he 
next  met  him  in  the  High  Street  he  stared  him  fall  in  the  face, 
and  cut  him  dead  ;  the  which  Yerdant  by  no  means  took  sadly  . 
to  heart,  bnt  ate  his  dinner  that  day  in  Hall  as  heartily  as 
usual.  But  if  he  did  not  further  cultivate  an  acquaintance 
with  the  Hon.  Blucher  Boots,  he  had  made  other  friendships 
that  would  be  more  agreeable  to  him ;  and  on  the  last  morn- 
ing but  one  of  the  summer  Term  he  found  himself  at  a  break- 
fast party  in  little  Mr.  Bouncer's  rooms,  in  company  with  his 
old  friend  Charles  Larkyns,  Mr.  Flexible  Shanks,  Mr.  Smalls, 
Mr.  Blades,  Mr.  Fosbrooke,  and  others — in  all  a  goodly  com- 
pany, blessed  with  good  appetites  and  animal  spirits.  Perhaps 
there  are  no  breakfasts  more  enjoyable  than  a  College  breakfast 
at  the  close  of  a  Term,  when  the  guests  have  not  to  run  away 
to  Lectures,  and  to  prematurely  part  with  their  provisions  in 
order  to  assume  a  forced  acquaintanceship  with  Greek  and 
Latin  writers,  or,  still  worse,  with  Euclid  and  mixed  mathe- 
matics. On  the  present  occasion,  at  little  Mr.  Bouncer's 
breakfast,  they  were  able  to  partake  of  the  good  things  pro- 
vided for  the  occasion,  and  to  linger  over  them  with  pleasure- 
able  zest. 

The  table  presented  the  usual  medley  of  eatables  and  drink- 
ables, in  which  coffee  and  beer-cup,  chickens  and  claret-cup, 
moselle  and  pigeon-pie,  mutton  cutlets  and  sardines,  curacoa 
and  potted  char,  beef-steaks  and  grilled  fish,  cocoa  and  caviar, 
devilled  kidneys  and  omelettes,  anchovy  toast  and  sangaree, 
found  a  place  among  various  other  refreshments,  both  heavy 
and  light,  that  were  fast  disappearing  before  the  attacks  of 
the  bevy  of  hungry  undergraduates.  Through  the  open 
windows  was  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  City  of  Colleges,  bathed 
in  the  radiant  streams  of  summer  sunshine,  every  turreted 
tower  and  soaring  spire  standing  out  clear  and  sharp  against 
the  blue  sky.  The  grand  avenue  of  limes  for  which  Brazen- 
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face  is  celebrated,  was  filled  with  a  murmur  of  bees.  Below 
was  the  smoothly-shaven  turf  in  the  centre  of  the  Quad,  with 
the  Hall  on  the  one  side,  the  Chapel  011  the  other,  and  on  either 
hand  the  rows  of  mullioned,  heavy-headed  windows,  at  some  of 
which  the  unaccustomed  sight  was  seen  of  young  girls  peering 
into  the  court  below — an  unusual  but  pretty  look-out  at  Brazen- 
face.  For  it  had  been  the  Commemoration  week,  when  the 


Huiuinimiii^^ 

A   PRETTY   LOOK-OUT   INTO   BRAZEXFACE    QUAD. 

feminine  element  puts  in  a  strong  appearance  in  Oxford,  and 
for  a  few  days  in  the  year  enlivens  the  old  grey  colleges  with 
pretty  pictures  of  beauty  and  fashion,  and  brightens  up  the 
rooms  of  happy  undergraduates,  of  learned  tutors,  of  stately 
dons,  and  miserable  Fellows,  whose  tantalising  lot  it  is  to  look 
and  admire,  but  not  to  marry,  under  pain  of  resigning  their 
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incomes.  So  at  many  windows  there  were  pleasant  visions 
of  dimpled  cheeks  and  rosy  lips  and  flashing  eyes,  and 
through  many  a  casement  came  the  sound  of  girlish  laughter ; 
but  these  sights  and  sounds  were  absent  from  Mr.  Bouncer's 
rooms. 

"  I  couldn't  get  the  Mum  and  Fanny  to  come,"  he  said, 
referring  to  his  mother  and  sister ;  "  though  I  held  out,  as  an 
inducement,  that  I  would  introduce  them  to  you,  Giglamps. 
That  will  be  a  treat  in  store,  won't  it  ?  You  must  come  and 
gee  us  during  the  Long  at  our  little  shop  in  the  country."  In. 


LITTLE   MR.    BOUNCER'S    BREAKFAST. 

another  day  the  Long  Vacation  would  begin  ;  and  just  at  the 
time  when  the  chief  portion  of  its  population  was  about  to 
run  away  from  it,  Oxford  was  looking  at  its  best. 

The  confused  talk  at  Mr.  Bouncer's  breakfast-table  was 
somewhat  settling'  down  into  more  regular  conversation,  as 
pipes  and  cigars  were  lighted,  and  a  perfumed  cloud  began  to 
float  through  the  room  and  mingle  its  scent  with  the  aroma  of 
coffee  and  spiced  ale.  Huz  and  Buz  were  making  themselves 
happy  with  platefuls  of  chicken-bones,  and  their  master  was 
lolling  at  his  ease,  with  his  legs  stretched  over  the  arm  of  his 
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easy- chair.  Verdant  Green  and  the  greater  portion  of  the 
guests  lingered  at  the  table,  while  others  looked  out  of  the 
windows,  enjoying  a  smoke  and  the  prospect — the  latter  in- 
cluding pleasant  glimpses  of  the  young  ladies  who  appeared 
at  the  opened  windows  of  rooms  whose  owners  were,  in  that 
respect,  more  fortunate  than  was  little  Mr.  Bouncer. 

But  what  was  said  on  that  occasion  by  himself  and  his 
friends  must  be  told  in  another  chapter. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

LITTLE    MR.    BOUNCER    ENTERTAINS    HIS    FRIENDS,    AND  IS 
ENTERTAINED    BY    THEM. 

YIELDING  themselves  willingly  to  the 
pleasures  of  the  hour  and  the  enjoyments 
of  the  breakfast- table,  little  Mr.  Boun- 
cer's guests  made  themselves  happy  in 
each  other's  company,  knowing  that  on 
the  morrow  they  would  all  be  leaving 
Oxford,  and  would  be  travelling  north, 
south,  east,  and  west,  preparatory  to  making  more  extensive 
(as  well  as  expensive)  tours  on  the  Continent  and  elsewhere, 
and  otherwise  beguiling  the  months  of  the  Long  Vacation, 
until  October  should  once  again  see  them  reassembled  in  their 
beautiful  City  of  Colleges. 

In  the  interval,  Brazenface  would  be  given  up  to  scouts 
and  bed-makers  ;  and  while  Mr.  Robert  Filcher  would  stand 
as  umpire  at  a  scouts'  cricket-match,  Mrs.  Tester  would  pre- 
side at  a  tea-party  in  the  porter's  lodge.  Workmen  would 
also  be  whistling  and  shouting  for  "mortar"  in  the  passages 
and  on  the  staircases  where  the  "mortar-boards"  were  daily 
seen  during  Term-time ;  the  necessary  repairs  would  be 
effected ;  the  burnt  plank  where  a  lighted  cigar  had  been 
dropped,  and  whereby  the  College  had  been  nearly  set  on  fire, 
would  be  replaced  ;  the  yellow  coruscation  would  be  removed 
from  the  wall  where  an  egg  that  had  been  playfully  shied  at  a 
Freshman's  head  had  missed  its  mark  but  left  a  stain  ;  white- 
wash would  also  obliterate  the  various  works  of  art,  executed 
in  burnt  cork,  on  the  staircase  walls,  by  little  Mr,  Bouncer 
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and  other  amateurs,  in  which  grandeur  of  effect  and  satirical 
expression  were  sought  for,  rather  than  delicacy  of  execution 
and  flattery  of  portraiture ;  the  smashed  panel,  through 
which  a  small  but  highly  obnoxious  Freshman  had  been  pro- 
pelled, would  be  made  good ;  twisted  gas-pipes  would  be 
repaired,  and  Brazenface  would  be  put  into  apple-pie  order. 


OF 


CARTOOX,  EXECUTED  IX  BURXT  CORK,  BY  MR.  BOUXCER,  OX  THE  WALL  OF 
THE  STAIRCASE,  BKAZEXFACE  COLLEGE. 

Though  it  seemed  to  stand  in  little  need  of  improvement, 
as  it  looked  at  the  present  moment,  with  the  bright  June  sun 
sliming  full  upon  it,  and  with  the  unwonted  bits  of  gay 
colour  gleaming  here  and  there  from  the  dresses  of  the  ladies, 
as  they  appeared  at  some  of  the  mullioned  windows,  or 
strolled  across  those  grass-plats  which  might  not  be  trodden 
on  by  the  feet  of  undergraduates.  Cheery  talk  and  laughter 
were  also  borne  to  the  ear  from  Quads  and  rooms  ;  and  a  due 
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proportion  of  it  came  from  the  room  of  little  Mr.  Bouncer, 
Huz  and  Buz  had  finished  their  breakfast  of  chicken-bones, 
and  had  been  much  annoyed  by  Mr.  Smalls,  who  had  been 
vainly  endeavouring  to  teach  them  to  sit  up  and  hold  short 
pipes  in  their  mouths — a  proceeding  which  they  had  resented 
with  much  dudgeon. 

"  They  think  it  low,"  said  their  master,  "to  do  tricks  like 
Circus  dogs,  even  though  you  held  out  the  inducement  of 
acting  as  Clown.  You'd  better  let  them  alone.  They've  a 
long  journey  to  take  to-morrow,  and  it  won't  do  to  upset 
their  feelings  to-day.  Help  yourself  to  liquors,  Smalls,  and 
don't  interfere  with  the  enjoyments  of  the  animals.  I  shall  be 
glad  to  hear  your  views  on  things  in  general,  particularly  on  the 
political  condition  of  Europe."  And  little  Mr.  Bouncer  made 
himself  comfortable,  with  his  legs  over  the  arm  of  his  easy  chair. 

"Well;  you  know  old  Peter?"  replied  Mr.  Smalls,  as 
though  he  were  hastening  to  comply  with  his  host's  request. 

"  What !  Peter  the  Great  ?  Yes  ;  I've  known  him  from 
a  baby.  Fire  away,  my  boy,"  said  Mr.  Bouncer. 

"  Old  Peter,  the  cake-man,  is  the  party  referred  to,"  ex- 
plained Mr.  Smalls — "  the  old  fellow  who  is  allowed  to  come 
into  the  men's  rooms.  Well,  the  other  day,  Tom  Higgins 
was  in  his  bed-room,  and  heard  old  Peter  come  into  the  other 
room.  Tom  kept  quiet,  and  old  Peter  evidently  thought  that 
there  was  no  one  at  home.  Presently,  Tom  heard  old  Peter 
taking  the  stopper  out  of  a  decanter  that  was  on  the  table, 
and  holding  a  monologue  dialogue — if  I  may  use  the  expres- 
sion— the  while  he  helped  himself  to  the  port.  But  he  did  so 
in  a  very  original  way.  All  the  while  the  performance  was 
going  on,  old  Peter  was  saying,  '  Take  a  glass  of  wine,  Peter.' 

*  Thankee,   sir;  I've  no   objection;  here's  your  health,   sir.' 

*  Do  you  like  this  wine,    Peter  ?'     '  Very   much   indeed,    sir, 
thank   you.'      *  Then   take   another   glass,    Peter.'        '  Muc 
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obliged,  sir.'  '  Take  another  glass,  Peter  ;  it  won't  hurt  you.' 
*  Well ;  I  don't  think  it  will,  sir ;  so  I  drinks  to- wards  you.' 
Here  Tom  thought  it  time  to  interfere ;  or,  perhaps,  old 
Peter  would  have  kept  up  the  imaginary  dialogue  until  he 
had  finished  the  decanter  ;  so  he  knocked  down  a  chair  in  his 
bed-room,  and,  under  cover  of  the  noise,  old  Peter  bolted." 


"TAKE  A  GLASS  OF  WINE,  PETER." 


"  The  old  rascal !"  exclaimed  Charles  Larkyns,  who  was 
puffing  at  a  long  "  Churchwarden"  which  he  considered  to 
be  the  very  king  of  pipes,  and  that  every  inch  of  its  "  yard 
of  clay" — if  it  were  a  true  Broseley — was  priceless.  "  The  old 
rascal  !  Bat  they  are  all  alike,  whether  cake-men  or  scouts. 
It  was  only  last  week  that  I  missed  some  of  my  best  weeds, 
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and  I  fancied  that  Robert  had  bagged  them.  I  did  not  quite 
like  to  tax  him  with  making  free  with  them  ;  but,  at  a  ven- 
ture, I  said, '  How  do  you  like  my  tobacco,  Robert  ?  '  Instead 
of  being  taken  aback  by  the  question,  he  at  once  replied, 
with  admirable  coolness  and  self-possession,  i  Not  so  much  as 
the  last  lot  you  had,  sir  ;  they're  a  trifle  too  strong  for  sum- 
mer smoking/  Now,  I  call  that  slightly  cool.  Perhaps  the 
next  thing  will  be  that  we  are  expected  to  supply  our  scouts 
with  cigars." 

"  And  submit  the  brands  to  them  before  they  condescend  to 
make  a  selection,"  suggested  Lord  Buttonhole's  son,  Mr. 
Flexible  Shanks.  "  What  a  cheesy  idea  !" 

te  That  reminds  me,"  said  Verdant  Green,  "  that  I  intended 
to  ask  you  if  it  was  the  custom  to  do  what  Mrs.  Tester,  my 
bed-maker,  has  done.  The  lock  of  my  tea-chest  has  been  out 
of  order  for  some  time  ;  in  fact,  ever  since  Mrs.  Tester  used  it 
in  showing  me  how  to  make  tea.  I  told  Robert  to  get  it 
mended ;  but  I  suppose  that  he  forgot  to  do  so." 

"  His  memory  would  be  safe  tobe  bad  on  that  point,  "observed 
little  Mr.  Bouncer.  "  It's  an  amiable  weakness  of  his." 

"  So,"  continued  Verdant,  "  as  I  found  that  I  got  through 
my  tea  very  rapidly,  I  shut  up  the  tea-chest  in  my  cupboard. 
But  Mrs.  Tester  said  that  the  cupboard  must  be  dusted  ;  so  I  let 
her  dust  it;  but  when  I  looked  in  the  chest  all  the  tea  was  gone." 
"  I  suppose  that  she  had  dusted  that  also,"  interpolated 
Charles  Larkyns  ;  "  without  leaving  you  even  the  tea-dust." 

"  I  thought  it  better  to  mention  it  to  Mrs.  Tester,  and  asked 
her  if  she  knew  anything  about  it.  She  said,  oh,  yes  !  she 
had  taken  it,  because  'gentlemen  in  general  liked  their  tea- 
chestes  to  be  cleared  out,  so  that  they  might  begin  afresh 
next  Term,'  Is  that  the  case  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Verdant  Green. 

"Well,  I  expect  it  is — with  Freshmen,"  replied  Charles 
Larkyns  ;  "  but  you  will  be  able  to  begin  afresh  next  Term, 
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old  fellow,  without  being  a  Freshman ;  and  you  can  then  be 
quits  with  old  Mother  Tester,  and  wide  awake  to  her  pickings 
and  stealings.  Has  she  got  much  brandy  out  of  you  lately, 
eh,  Verdant  ?" 

"  Not  much,"  replied  that  goodnatured  gentleman.  "  Her 
spasms  began  to  be  somewhat  of  a  bore;  for,  she  was  always  at- 
tacked by  them  whenever  she  found  me  alone  in  the  room  ;  and 
as  I  did  not  like  to  refuse  her  request  to  ease  them  with  three 
drops  of  brandy  on  a  lump  of  sugar — which  was  the  remedy 
that  she  was  accustomed  to  take  whenever  she  was  suffering 


"IT'S    THE     SPAZZUMS." 

from  an  attack — I  have  tried,  lately,  to  avoid  her,  and  to  go 
out  whenever  I  thought  she  was  coming  in." 

Nevertheless,  on  the  following  morning,  when  Mr.  Verdant 
Green  had  "  tipped"  his  scout  and  bed-maker,  before  setting 
off  homewards,  Mrs.  Tester  was  opportunely  seized  with 
spasms,  as  she  was  bidding  him  farewell.  And  as  she  pressed 
and  thumped  her  sides  in  a  terrific  manner,  and  made  every 
outward  demonstration  that  she  was  suffering  from  internal 
agony,  Verdant  benevolently  inquired  what  was  the  matter. 

"  It's  the  spazzums,  my  good  young  sir  !"  groaned  Mrs. 
Tester,  dropping  courtesys  at  every  sentence,  like  the  beats 
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of  a  conductor's  baton.  "  To  which  you  be'old  me  a  hafflicted 
martyr.  And  can  only  be  heased  with  three  spots  of  brandy 
on  a  ump  of  sugar.  And  how  I  am  to  get  through  these 
spazzums  doorin'  the  veccation.  Without  a  havin'  em  heased 
by  going  to  your  cupboard.  For  just  three  spots  o'  brandy 
on  a  lump  o'  sugar.  Is  a  summat  as  I  am  afeerd  to  think 
on,  my  good  young  sir." 

Whereupon  Mrs.  Tester  was  so  completely  overcome  by  the 
mingled  pain  of  spasms  and  the  prospect  of  losing  Mr. 
Verdant  Green's  source  of  relief,  that  the  Freshman  was 
weak  enough  to  present  her  with  an  extra  half-sovereign 
for  the  express  purpose  of  supplying  her,  during  his  absence, 
with  the  means  of  obtaining  her  accustomed  medicine. 

"  Which  a  half  sufierm',  my  good  young  sir  !"  said  Mrs. 
Tester,  as  she  pocketed  the  gold  coin,  "  is  more  than  I  ex- 
pected on.  And  will  hease  my  spazzums  like  the  Poor  Man's 
Friend.  Which  my  own  son  once'st  gave  me  a  bottle  on. 
As  had  beautiful  red  whiskers  with  a  tendency  to  drink. 
And  was  known  to  his  friends  by  a  strawbery  mark  in  the 
small  of  his  back.  And  was  fine  growed  and  the  very  moral 
of  you,  my  good  young  sir, — which  drink  were  his  rewing  and 
enlisted  him  for  a  soger, — when  the  yaller  fever  cut  him  off 
like  a  flower  in  the  West  Ingies, — which  the  remembrance 
brings  on  the  spazzums, — to  which  I'm  a  hafflicted  martyr, — 
and  my  grateful  thanks  to  you,  my  good  young  sir, — and 
wishin'  you  a  safe  journey  'ome  and  'ealth  and  'appiness." 

But  we  are  somewhat  anticipating  events.  It  was  not 
yet  the  next  morning,  nor  was  little  Mr.  Bouncer's  break- 
fast at  an  end. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


LITTLE    MR.    BOUNCER    HEARS    SOME    THINGS    FOR   HJS    ADVANTAGE, 
AND  OTHERS    FOR    HIS   AMUSEMENT. 

s  ITTING  and  lounging  after  breakfast  in 
little  Mr.  Bouncer's  room,  his  friends 
were  making  themselves  very  happy, 
having  the  last  day  of  Term  before  them, 
and  no  lectures  to  attend.  As  much 
enjoyment,  therefore,  and  good  fellow- 
ship as  re  was  possible  to  cram  into  the 
next  twenty-four  hours,  were  now  to  be  packed  by  them  into 
that  compass  of  time,  so  that  they  might  carry  away  from 
Oxford  a  rich  freightage  of  happy  memories  on  which  to  dwell 
with  satisfaction  during  the  ensuing  months  of  the  Long 
Vacation. 

"  Did  you  hear  of  Warner  of  Exeter's  Wine,  last  Mon- 
day night?"  said  Mr.  Blades.  "I  was  there;  and  lie  had 
asked  two  townsmen — tradesmen ;  perhaps  he  had  ticks  at 
their  shops  and  wanted  to  be  civil ;  any  way  they  were  very 
decent  people  and  capital  company.  They  seemed  very  much 
at  home  and  not  at  all  disposed  to  go ;  and,  when  they  talked 
about  doing  so,  Warner,  like  bold  Turpin  in  Sam  Welkr's 
song,  'perwailed'  on  them  to  stop." 

Mr.  Bouncer  could  not  resist  the  opportunity  of  ^repeating 
the  chorus  from  Sam  Weller's  song.  "  '  Chorus,  sarcastically. 
But  Dick  put  a  couple  of  balls  in  his  nob,  and  perwailed  on 
him  to  stop.'  Fire  away,  Billy." 

"  One  of  the  townsmen,"  continued  Mr.  Blades,  "  was  a 
very  cheerv  bird,  with  a  first-rate  baritone  voice ;  and  lie  sang 
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no  end  of  good  songs,  and  was  highly  convivial.  At  two 
o'clock  in  the  morning  the  two  townsmen  thought  that  it  was 
time  to  go.  Then  came  the  difficulty  ;  it  was  too  late  for  the 
College  gates ;  how  were  they  to  be  got  ont  ?  Warner's 
window  opened  on  to  the  street,  from  the  first  floor ;  so  we 
got  a  ladder  and  placed  it  carefully,  and  the  two  townsmen 
made  the  descent.  It  was  a  brilliant  moonlight  night,  and 
no  sooner  were  they  safely  landed  on  the  pavement  than  a 
policeman  laid  hold  upon  them.  The  one  slipped  a  half-crown 
into  the  Peeler's  hand,  and  the  Peeler  pocketed  it ;  the  other 


BRIBING   THE   PEELER; 

one  imitated  the  pantaloon  in  a  pantomime,  and  cried,  "  I 
saw  you  do  it !  if  you  split  upon  as,  I  shall  split  upon  you  for 
taking  the  money.'  And  while  the  Peeler  was  hesitating 
what  to  do,  they  made  a  clear  bolt,  and  we  hauled  up  the 
ladder.  Then  we  chaffed  the  Peeler,  but  made  it  all  right 
with  him,  and  lowered  to  him,  with  a  string,  a  goblet  of  gin- 
flip,  and  threw  him  some  weeds.  The  two  townsmen  have 
since  been  in  a  mortal  fright  at  being  discovered  ;  but  they 
are  qpite  safe  so  long  as  the  Peeler  holds  his  tongue.  If  he 
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should  peach,  the  townsmen  will  be  discommoned,  and  Warner 
will  probably  be  rusticated ;  but  as  nothing  has  yet  been 
heard  of  it,  and  as  to-day  is  the  last  day  of  Term,  I  should 
hope  they  are  all  safe." 

"  I  heard  a  good  thing  of  old  Towzer,"  said  Mr.  Flexible 
Shanks,  referring  to  the  Senior  Proctor,  the  Rev.  Thomas 
Tozer,  who  was  familiarly  known  by  the  name  that  Mr. 
Flexible  Shanks  gave  to  him.  "  He  was  in  the  Corn  Market 
yesterday  morning  about  twelve  o'clock,  when  he  met  a 
University  man  with  his  gown  over  his  arm.  Old  Towzer 
called  to  him,  and  pretending  to  take  him  for  a  scout,  said, 
1  Here  !  yon  there  !  When  next  you  carry  your  master's 
gown  to  the  tailor's,  I  should  advise  you  not  to  put  on  his 
cap.'  With  that,  old  Towzer  walked  off.  That  was  not  bad, 
I  think." 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  Charles  Larkyns  ;  "  but  did  you  hear  of 
the  Dean  of  St.  Vitus's  ?  Downton,  of  that  College,  has  a 
twin  brother,  who  came  up  to  see  him  for  the  Commemora- 
tion week.  The  Dean  met  this  twin  walking  by  himself  in 
the  High  Street,  and,  of  course,  without  academicals.  As  you 
know,  the  Dean  is  very  peppery  unless  he  is  duly  capped ;  and 
the  twin  passed  him  without  raising  his  hat.  '  Stop,  sir  !  '  said 
the  Dean ;  '  I  am  astonished  that  you  should  thus  pass  me 
without  taking  any  notice  of  me.'  '  I  am  not  aware,'  replied 
the  twin,  l  that  I  have  the  pleasure  of  knowing  you.'  '  Not 
know  me  !  '  cried  the  Dean  ;  '  not  know  me  !  Why,  is  not 
your  name  Downton  ?  '  '  Yes  ;  that  is  my  name,'  answered 
the  twin.  '  Then,  sir,'  fumed  the  Dean,  'what  do  you  mean 
by  passing  me  without  capping  me  ?  And,  how  is  it,  sir, 
that  you  are  walking  about  here  without  your  academicals  ? 
Go  to  your  College,  at  once,  sir ;  and  to-morrow '-  —Here 
the  twin  cut  him  short :  '  I  have  no  College.'  '  No  College, 
sir  !  '  cried  the  Dean ;  *  do  you  mean  to  deny  that  you  arc 
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Downton  of  St.  Vifcus's  ?  '  '  Indeed,  I  do,'  said  the  twin. 
The  Dean  rubbed  his  eyes,  and  could  bear  matters  no  longer. 
*  You  shall  be  punished  for  your  impertinence,  sir  ;  you  shall 
hear  more  of  this  !  '  and  then  he  walked  off  in  high  dudgeon. 
The  end  of  it  was,  that  the  other  brother  was  summoned  to 
appear  before  the  Dean,  where  the  matter  might  have  been 
carried  on  much  further ;  but  he  thought  it  best  to  save 
himself  trouble  by  taking  his  twin  brother  with  him,  and 
explaining  circumstances.  The  Dean,  who  is  a  very  jolly 
fellow,  laughed  heartily  at  his  mistake,  and  made  them  stay 
and  have  a  glass  of  wine  with  him." 

"Talking  of  wine,"   said  little   Mr.    Bouncer,  "which   of' 
you  men  are  going  to  Effingham's  Little-go  Wine  to-night  ? 
Don't  all  speak  at  once." 

Two  or  three  responded  in  the  affirmative ;  and  Mr. 
Bouncer's  question  caused  the  conversation  to  turn  upon  the 
recent  "  Little-go  "  and  "  Great-go.  "  The  examinations  of 
that  day  were  not  complicated  by  the  introduction  of 
"Mods."  Enough,  for  most  men,  were  the  "Smalls"  and 
"  Greats ;  "  some  men,  indeed,  found  them,  to  be  more  than 
enough  ;  and  it  was  of  one  of  these  unfortunates  that  mention 
was  now  made. 

"  Poor  Ellison  has  been  plucked  again,"  said  Mr.  Flexible 
Shanks.  "Although  the  examiner  blandly  asked  him  if  he 
desired  to  maintain  his  opinion,  yet  Ellison  persisted  that 
etsi  was  the  perfect  of  a  verb,  of  which  eiiam  was  the 
subjunctive  mood ;  and  he  further  hurt  the  examiner's 
feelings  by  rashly  asserting  that  clam  was  an  adjective, 
accusative,  feminine ;  and  declined  it  for  him — cliis,  da, 
clam  ;  after  which  the  examiner  declined  to  receive  Ellison's 
further  shots/' 

"I  hear,  too,"  said  Charles  Larkyns,  as  he  puffed  at  his 
long  "  Churchwarden"  clay,  "that  Brought  on,  the  gentleman- 
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commoner  of  Worcester  College,  has  been  ploughed  for  his 
Greats.  You  know  his  way  of  answering,  in  his  hesitating 
way  ?  '  It  is — aw — generally — aw — thought — aw,  that '  so- 
and-so  ;  just  as  though  he  had  carefully  digested  all  the 
known  authorities  on  the  subject,  and  gave  the  result  of 
their  opinions  to  the  examiner.  He  had,  as  usual,  fallen 
back  on  the  stock  answer,  and  had  asserted  that  some  city, 
of  whose  geographical  position  he  was  densely  ignorant,  w^as 
— aw — generally  thought — aw — to  be  an — aw — island  in  the 
uiEgeaiL  Sea ;  and  he  had  also  assured  the  examiner  that  it 
was — aw — generally  thought — aw — that  Troy  was — aw — the 
capital  of  Italy;  when  the  examiner,  beginning  to  lose  his 
temper,  said — and,  like  the  Yerkus  Boy  of  the  song,  he  l  said 
it,  and  he  said  it  with  a  sneer,'  '  Perhaps,  sir,  you  will  be 
good  enough  to  favour  me  with  your  opinion  as  to  what 
country  London  is  the  capital  of  ?  '  Upon  which  Broughton, 
as  cool  as  a  cucumber,  hummed  and  hawed,  and  said,  '  It  is — 
aw — -generally  thought — aw — that  it  is — aw — the  capital  of 
England.'  '  Generally  thought,  sir  !  '  roared  the  examiner  ; 
'why  !  was  it  ever  doubted  ?  '  And  then  he  plucked  him. 
Alas,  for  Broughton  !  he  was  not  like  Adolphus  Smalls,  of 
Balliol,  of  whom — parodying  the  lines  from  i  Lars  Porsenna' 

of  Clusium, 

It  was  more  than  three  stout  oxen 

Could  plough  from  morn  to  night — 
it  was  said, 

Ke  was  more  than  three  examiners 
Could  plough  from  morn  to  night. 

No !  poor  Broughton,  if  he  had  been  in  tune  for  it,  could 
have  sung  with  the  Oxford  Plough'd  Boy — 

I  am  plough' d  !  I  am  plough'd !  and  the  second  time,  too  ! 

I've  got  no  Testamur  ;  what  am  I  to  do  ? 

Off,  off,  with  my  bands,  and  off,  off,  with  my  tie  ! 

I  am  plough'd,  I  am  plough'd,  and  I  cannot  tell  why. 

i 
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I  read  very  hard  the  whole  of  last  Term ; 

I  worked  with  a  Coach — in  vacation  was  firm  ; 

I  went  up  to  Town  for  a  week,  I  confess, 

To  see  a  sick  uncle — I  couldn't  do  less. 

Short,  short,  were  my  slumbers,  as  paper-work  near'd ; 

My  Logic  was  shady,  my  Latin  I  f ear'd ; 

Up,  up  in  the  morning — up,  up  late  at  night ; 

And  yet  I  am  plough' d  and  my  tutor  is  right. 


PLUCKING  A    GOOSE. 


Little  Mr.  Bouncer,  with  his  love  for  a  chorus,  repeated 
the  last  line  with  great  vigour,  and  would  feign  have 
volunteered  an  accompaniment  on  his  post-horn;  but 
(happily)  that  instrument  was  not  just  within  his  reach,  and 
he  was  too  comfortably  ensconced  in  his  easy-chair  to  rise  up 
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to  get  it ;  so  lie  demanded  an  encore,  and  repeated  the  chorus 
to  his  great  satisfaction. 

Other  specimens  from  the  recent  examinations  were  then 
quoted ;  but  as  they  were  for  the  most  part  replies  to 
questions  in  the  Divinity  viva  voce,  the  talk  of  them  had 
better  be  left  to  the  obscurity  of  the  cigar-smoke  in 
little  Mr.  Bouncer's  room.  It  was  very  evident,  however, 
that  more  than  one  Mr.  Anser  had  failed  to  answer  his 
examiners'  questions,  except  in  an  outrageously  absurd  way ; 
and  that  poor  Mr.  Goosey,  in  spite  of  his  assumed  look  of 
wisdom,  was  in  danger  of  being  plucked.  But,  such  is  the 
gogse's  doom. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


LITTLE  MR.  BOUNCER  BEGS  CHARLES  LARKYNS  TO  UNFOLD 
HIS  TALE. 

ITTLE  MR.  BOUNCER'S  guests  were 
continuing  their  talk  concerning  the 
recent  examinations,  and  the  various 
unfortunates  who  had  "come  to  grief " 
by  the  "  ploughings  "  and  "  pluckings," 
that,  in  University  parlance,  signified 
rejection  and  failure.  The  plucking 
process  seemed  to  be  well-nigh  as  painful  as  the  plucking  of 


live  geese  for  a  few  of  their  wing  feathers  and  the  soft  down 
of  their  breasts — a  scene  afterwards  witnessed  by  little  Mr. 
Bouncer  and  Mr.  Yerdant  Green  when  they  were  in  the 
Cheviot  country  on  a  visit  to  the  Honeywoods  ;  and  when 
they  saw  it,  their  lively  imaginations  converted  the  old 
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woman  into  a  real  college  Don,  and  the  poor  plucked  geese 
into  helpless  undergraduates. 

"  At  any  rate,"  said  Mr.  Blades,  commonly  known  as 
"  Billy,"  the  captain  of  the  Brazenface  Boat,  li  Broughton 
would  not  come  to  grief  through  too  much  cleverness,  as 
they  say  Harwood,  of  Lincoln,  did ;  for,  when  the  examiners 
asked  him  some  question  on  a  frightfully  abstruse  subject, 
and  said,  c  What  is  your  opinion  on  that  point  ?  '  he  replied, 
*  I  should  like  to  ask  what  is  your  opinion,  gentlemen  ?  ' 
And  it  was  generally  thought — as  Brought  on  would  have 
phrased  it — that  the  examiners  could  not  have  explained  it  to 
him  half  so  clearly  as  he  could  to  them.  However,  how  it 
was  I  don't  know;  but  it  is  certain  that  Harwood  was 
recommended  to  wait  for  the  next  examination ;  and  most 
people  fancied  that  he  was  sent  down  for  his  bumptiousness." 

"  Some  men,"  said  Charles  Larkyns,  "  get  through  by  a 
fluke,  and  some  men  get  plucked  by  a  fluke." 

"  Charley,  don't  be  personal !  "  groaned  little  Mr.  Bouncer. 
"You  hurts  my  feelings.  I  went  to  your  rooms  twice 
yesterday,  and  couldn't  find  you.  Where  were  you,  and  what 
were  you  doing  with  yourself  ?  Tell  us  all  about  it." 

"  That's  a  skilful  way  of  diverting  remarks  from  yourself, 
Bouncer,  and  carrying  the  war  into  the  enemy's  country," 
said  Mr.  Flexible  Shanks.  "  But  by  all  means  let  us  hear 
how  Larkyns  was  improving  the  shining  hours." 

Charles  Larkyns  took  a  pull  at  his  pipe  and  another  at  his 
pewter,  and  said,  "  So  you  want  to  know  what  I  was  doing 
with  myself  yesterday  ?  Then,  lend  me  your  ears,  and  list, 
list,  oh,  list !  " 

"  That's  quite  the  recruiting  sergeant,"  observed  Mr. 
Bouncer.  "  Now  Charley,  unfold  your  tale,  there's  a  good 
old  doggie."  And  he  patted  Buz's  head,  who  took  the 
observation  as  intended  for  himself. 
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"  You  must  know,  then,  my  beloved  friends,  and  all  whom 
it  may  concern,"  said  Charles  Larkyns,  "  that  I  went  down 
to  Nuneham,  with  some  men,  in  a  house-boat.  I  daresay, 
altogether,  there  were  about  fifty  of  us,  and  Smirke,  of 
Balliol,  was  there.  He  is  a  man  who  gets  excited  on  a 
bottle  of  pop ;  and,  as  he  had  injudiciously  mixed  his  liquors, 
although  he  had  not  taken  much,  yet  the  little  he  had  imbibed 
had  got  into  his  head,  and  made  him  unusually  hilarious. 
Just  after  we  had  started  on  our  way  home,  I  was  sitting  by 
him,  and  when  some  one  offered  him  some  claret-cup  I 
advised  him  not  to  touch  it,  but  to  have  a  drink  of  water  if 
he  felt  thirsty.  '  Would  the  water  be  best  for  me,  do  you 
think  ?'  said  Smirke  !  '  because,  if  so,  I  had  better  have  a  good 
draught.'  And,  with  that,  before  I  could  stop  him,  he 
jumped  on  to  the  side  of  the  boat,  and  took  a  header  into  the 
river.  We  knew  that  he  was  a  first-rate  swimmer ;  so  we 
were  not  alarmed  at  his  thus  taking  a  bath  with  his  clothes: 
on ;  and  he  very  soon  appeared  on  the  surface,  puffing  and  ' 
blowing  like  a  grampus.  We  quickly  pulled  him  on  board,  ; 
and  he  was  taken  into  the  cabin,  where  he  shook  himself  out 
of  his  wet  clothes,  and  was  rigged  out  in  a  new  suit  by 
subscription.  One  man,  who  had  a  jersey  on,  lent  him  his 
shirt ;  another  man  gave  him  a  pair  of  boating-trousers  that 
he  had  on  board ;  another,  a  boating-coat ;  another,  a  straw 
hat ;  and  so  on.  In  order  to  prevent  his  catching  cold, 
indiscreet  friends  exhibited  to  him,  as  Doctors  say,  a  mixture 
of  hot  Lrandy-and- water,  in  which,  I  expect,  the  spirit  was 
in  excess  of  the  water.  After  this,  Smirke  again  grew 
hilarious ;  and  one  man  after  another  kept  coming  down  into 
the  cabin,  and  saying,  l  Well  done,  old  fellow  !  you  did  that 
splendidly  !  you  took  to  the  water  like  a  Newfoundland  dog ! ' 
and  such  like  terms  of  commendation. 

" '  You  thought  I  did  it   well,    did   yon  ?  '    said    Smirke. 
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1  Then  I'll  do  it  again !  '  and  before  any  one  could  stop  him 
he  jumped  through  the  cabin  window.  As  he  did  so,  the  men 
who  had  rigged  him  out  by  subscription  thought  it  was  high 
time  to  look  after  their  property  and  keep  it  dry.  So  the 
man  who  had  lent  him  the  shirt  rushed  forward  and  managed 
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to  catch  Smirke  by  one  leg,  just  as  that  leg  was  disappearing 
on  the  river-side  of  the  cabin  window.  But,  Smirke  being 
no  chicken,  and,  of  course,  being  a  dead-weight  while  he  was 
thus  suspended  in  the  air,  it  was  too  much  for  his  supporter, 
who,  though  he  refused  to  let  go  his  hold,  was  gradually 
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disappearing  out  of  tlie  cabin  window.  At  tins  critical 
juncture,  the  donor  of  the  shirt  was  tightly  grasped  by  the 
donor  of  the  trousers ;  and  thus,  for  a  few  seconds,  the 
human  chain  was  suspended,  the  donor  of  the  trousers 
exhorting  the  donor  of  the  shirt  not  to  let  go,  and  the  donor 
of  the  shirt  making  a  vigorous  but  vain  effort  to  keep  both 
Jiimself  and  Smirke  out  of  the  river. 

"  Then  there  came  the  sound  of  a  rent ;  Smirke's  trousers 
had  given  way,  and  yielded  to  the  strain  so  unexpectedly  put 
upon  them ;  and  their  temporary  wearer  went  headlong  into 
the  river,  quickly  followed  by  the  owners  of  trousers  and 
shirt ;  for  the  sudden  jerk  was  too  much  for  their  equilibrium, 
and  they  toppled  in  after  Smirke  and  after  each  other.  All 
three  could  swim  like  fishes,  and  the  only  danger  was  that 
they  might  be  lost  through  the  convulsions  of  laughter  into 
which  those  on  board  fell,  and  in  which  those  who  had  fallen 
into  the  water  heartily  joined.  Smirke  paddled  lazily  to  and 
fro,  appearing  to  enjoy  his  ducking  ;  and  when  the  other  two 
swam  to  him  and  endeavoured  to  convey  him  on  board  he 
declared  that  he  was  the  Diver  of  the  Adriatic,  and  that  he 
was  going  in  search  of  the  ring  with  which  the  Doge  of 
Venice  had  married  the  sea ;  and  that  the  two  others  were 
base  conspirators  who  wanted  to  get  it  from  him :  and  a 
whole  lot  of  bosh.  Whereupon,  they  began  a  sort  of  duck- 
hunt  in  the  water,  which  was  no  small  fun,  and  which,  from 
the  jollity  of  its  nature,  seemed  so  infectious,  that  I  confess 
that  I  and  a  few  others  were  very  nearly  tempted  to  join 
them  in  their  worship  of  Isis." 

"  Oh  !  I  say,  Charley  !  "  shouted  Mr.  Billy  Blades,  "  don't 
do  that  again,  or  I  shall  vote  that  you  are  sconced.  Your 
puns  are  ponderous." 

"  A  pun'  weight,  I  suppose  ?"  laughed  Charles  Larkyns  ; 
for  which  further  offence  there  was  a  yell  of  indignation. 
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"  But,  to  return  to  my  muttons,  who,  in  this  instance,  were 
like  sheep  being  washed — except  that  it  was  warmer  weather 
than  that  in  which  sheep  are  usually  washed,  and,  conse- 
quently, the  ducking  was  proportionately  more  enjoyable.  At 
last  we  prevailed  on  them  to  cease  their  funning,  and  come 
on  board ;  where  Smirke  trundled  himself  after  the  fashion  o 
a  Newfoundland  dog  when  he  comes  out  of  the  sea ;  and, 
of  course,  sent  a  showery  spray  over  every  one  with  whom 
he  came  in  contact,  while,  like  Mazeppa's  horse,  he  urged  on 
his  wild  career,  until  we  locked  him  up  in  the  cabin,  safe 
out  of  harm's  way.  "We  were  not  long  in  getting  back  to 
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Folly  Bridge,  where  our  three  drowned  men  got  themselves 
dry  things  at  Hall's ;  and  then,  being  dry  without,  must 
needs  be  wet  within ;  and,  so,  adjourned  to  a  tidy  little  shop 
close  by,  where  we  gave  them  some  callidum-cum  and 
got  some  frigidum-sine  for  ourselves  ;  and  so — as  old  Pepys 
would  have  said — back  to  College,  and  safe  in  before  Gates. 
And  there  you  have  the  full,  true,  and  particular  account 
of  my  doings  yesterday."  And  Charles  Larkyns  filled  the 
bowl  of  his  long  "Churchwarden"  from  a  tobacco-box 
shaped  like  a  nigger's  head,  and  begged  Mr.  Bouncer  also 
to  fill  his  tankard. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

LITTLE    MR.    BOUNCER    TAKES    PART    IN   A    LITTLE-GO   WIXE. 

C  H  AB  L  E  S  LAB  K  Y  N  S 
brought  to  an  end  the  tale  he 
had  unfolded  concerning  Mr. 
Smirke,  of  Balliol,  little  Mr. 
Bouncer  complied  with  his 
guest's  request  to  fill  his  tan- 
kard, and  said,  "  I  shall  meet 
Smirke  to-night  at  Effingham's 
Little-go  Wine.  I  hope  he'll 
be  fun." 

"What  did  you  mean,"  whis- 
pered Verdant  Green  to  his  old 
friend,     "by    saying   that   you 
gave     the    wet   men   callidum- 
cum,  and  had  frigidum- sine  yourselves  ?" 

"  It's  the  short  for  hot- with  and  cold-without,  my  laa,"  re- 
plied Charles  Larkyns.  "  Now  that  you've  come  to  Oxford, 
you'll  live  and  learn  in  a  variety  of  ways." 

"  I  have  found  that  out  already,  haven't  I  ?  "  said  Verdant 
to  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  who  knew  that  he  referred  to  his  Derby 
book  and  to  Mr.  Blucher  Boots's  dark  hors£. 

"  I  believe  you,  my  bo-oy,"  responded  Mr.  Bouncer,  after 
the  manner  of  Mr.  Paul  Bedford.  "  And,  by  the  way,  your 
friend  The  Knight  has  claimed  maiden  allowance,  and  is  going 
to  run  The  Great  Mogul  for  a  monkey." 

"  Oh,  indeed !  "  said  Verdant ;  which  was  a  tolerably  safe 
exclamation,  as  he  had  not  the  slightest  idea  what  Mr.  Bouncer 
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meant;  and  the  phrases  "  maiden  allowance"  and  "running 
for  a  monkey  "  were  quite  as  dark  to  him  as  was  the  horse  in 
connection  with  which  they  were  used. 

Little  Mr.  Bouncer  guessed  as  much,  and  said,  "  Videsne 
prier  ?  d'ye  twig,  young  un  ?  Perhaps  you'd  like  to  put  a  pot 
of  money  on  him,  eh  ?  "  But  this  was  said  sotto  voce,  and  was 
not  heard  by  the  rest  of  the  party ;  and,  in  the  same  tone, 
Verdant  replied,  "  No,  indeed ;  I've  done  with  horse-racing. 
Many  thanks  to  you  for  having  taught  me  a  good  lesson." 

"  I  say,  you  fellows,"  burst  in  Mr.  Four-in-hand  Fosbrooke, 
who  was  looking  forward  to  the  morrow,  when  he  would  be 
seated  on  the  box  of  the  Oxford  and  Birmingham  coach,  and 
would  be  permitted  by  the  coachman  to  handle  the  ribbons, 
and  temporarily  to  take  the  reins  of  government ;  "  oh,  I  say, 
you  fellows  !  have  you  heard  a  good  thing  that  Hargrave,  of 
Wadham,  has  done  ?  " 

"  Paid  his  ticks  ?  "  suggested  Mr.  Flexible  Shanks. 

"  No ;  I  am  afraid  that  that  is  not  his  particular  form  of 
good  thing,  and  that  his  duns  will  still  have  to  wait  for  the 
settlement  of  their  little  bills,"  replied  Mr.  Fosbrooke.  "  And 
it  is  odd  how  many  of  these  little  bills  turn  up  just  at  the  very 
end  of  Term ;  in  order,  I  suppose,  to  prepare  one's  mind  all 
the  more  to  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  the  Long  Vacation." 

"  The  little  bill  is  made  long  for  the  Long,"  said  Charles 
Larky  ns.  "But,  what  did  Hargrave  do  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  he  screwed  Big  Ben  in  his  Warden's  room  ?  " 
suggested  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  somewhat  irreverently  referring 
to  the  head  of  the  college  of  which  Mr.  Hargrave  was  a 
member. 

"  No  ;  he  did  nothing  so  dreadful,"  replied  Mr.  Fosbrooke 
"  I  was  reminded  of  what  he  did  by  Smalls's  tale  of  old  Peter, 
the  cakeman.     The  baker's  boy  had  paid  a  visit  to  Hargrave's 
rooms,  when  no  one  was  there,  and  had  bagged  some  wino 
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from  a  bottle  that  was  on  the  mantel- shelf,  where,  also,  was 
another  bottle  containing  medicine.  The  wine  was  Rosolio, 
and  the  physic  was  similar  in  colour.  Hargrave  found  out 
what  the  boy  had  done,  and  laid  a  trap  for  him,  in  case  ho 
should  repeat  the  experiment.  He  cleared  out  the  medicine 
bottle,  and  clapped  the  Rosolio  into  it;  and  then  put  the 
physic  into  the  wine  bottle,  and  mixed  it  up  with  a  stiff  dose 


THE   OXFORD  CREDIT  SYSTEM. 

of  jalap.  The  baker's  boy  duly  came,  when  no  one  was  about, 
and  had  his  usual  sip  at  the  bottle ;  for,  when  Hargrave  came 
back,  he  found  that  about  half  a  pint  of  the  true  *  mixture-as- 
before  '  had  disappeared,  and  that  the  Bosolio  was  untouched. 
The  boy  didn't  appear  again  for  two  weeks.  Q.E.D.  Moral : 
he  never,  after  that,  touched  Hargrave's  wine,  or  his  physic." 
"  I  thought  you  were  going  to  say  he  never  smiled  again," 
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said  Mr.  Fosbrooke.     "  Well ;  my  moral  is  that  of  Ingoldsby : 
Pitch  Greek  to  a  certain  person,   and  stick  to  conundrums. 


THE  BAKER'S  BOY  MAKES  A  SLIGHT  MISTAKE. 

We  have  done  with  the  old  Greeks  for  a  time,  and  unless  we 
are  going  in  for  a  class  we  sha'n't  want  to  meet  with  them  all 
the  Long.  I  must  be  off !  I  daresay  I  shall  see  some  of  you 
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on  the  top  of  the  Birmingham  coach  to-morrow.     You'll  bo 
there,  won't  you,  Bouncer  ?  " 

"  No ;  not  this  time ;  I  have  promised  to  spend  a  day  or  two 
with  old  Smalls,"  replied  little  Mr.  Bouncer.  "And  then  I 
shall  wander  home  by  way  of  the  little  village." 

"I  suppose  you'll  be  for  the  coach,  Larkyns  ?  "  asked  Mr. 
Fosbrooke. 

"  No ;  I  too  am  wandering  home  by  way  of  the  little  vil- 
lage, as  Bouncer  says,"  replied  Charles  Larkyns. 

"  London  seems  the  shortest  way  to  everywhere,"  said  Mr. 
Fosbrooke ;  "  but  you'll  go  back  home  by  the  coach,  won't 
you,  Green  ?  " 

And,  on  Verdant  replying  that  he  intended  to  do  so,  Mr. 
Fosbrooke  said  that  he  had  better  have  breakfast  with  him 
before  starting  ;  an  invitation  which  Yerdant  accepted.  Little 
Mr.  Bouncer  also  invited  himself,  observing  that  it  was  his 
duty  to  see  his  friend,  Giglamps,  safely  off  the  premises,  for 
fear  he  should  surreptitiously  elope  with  old  Mrs.  Tester. 
Then  Mr.  Bouncer's  breakfast  party  broke  up,  and  the  men 
went  their  various  ways,  in  order  to  leave  Oxford  the  next 
day. 

In  the  evening,  little  Mr.  Bouncer  went  to  Effingham's 
Little-go  Wine,  given  by  that  gentleman  in  celebration  of  his 
having  "  got  through  his  smalls,"  or  passed  his  first  year's 
examination  in  liferis  humanioribus,  also  called  "Hesponsions." 
"It  was  a  very  close  shave,  though,"  said  Effingham,  in 
acknowledging  Mr.  Bouncer's  congratulations.  "I  put  on  a 
tremendous  spurt  during  the  last  month,  or  else  I  don't  think 
I  should  have  managed  it,  although  I  had  the  best  c  coach  '  in 
the  'Varsity.  If  you  will  believe  me,  I  never  saw  the  inside  of 
a  billiard-room,  or  touched  a  cue,  all  through  that  month.  I 
can  make  up  for  it  now,  and  I  bless  my  stars  that  it  is  all  over, 
and  that  I  am  well  through." 
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That  Little-go  "Wine  was  a  far  from  quiet  party ;  and  the 
noise  and  confusion  were  not  lessened  by  the  songs  that  were 
sung,  which,  for  the  most  part,  were  given  in  full  chorus — a 
circumstance,  however,  which  was  not  at  all  disagreeable  to 
Mr.  Bouncer's  feelings;  but  when  songs  are  shouted  or  yelled 
at  the  top  of  the  voice,  and  without  much  attention  to  time  or 
harmony,  the  result  is  anything  but  musical  or  soothing.  Mr. 
Smirke  was  there,  none  the  worse  for  his  ducking  of  the  pre- 
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vious  day,  bufc  already  anything  but  the  better  for  an  injudi- 
cious combination  of  coffee  and  punch.  He  had  originally 
declared  his  intention  of  sticking  to  the  former ;  but  had 
gradually  relaxed  his  resolve,  and  had  glided  into  the  punch- 
bowl. A  couple  of  glasses  were  quite  sufficient  for  Mr.  Sinirke, 
who  was  not,  like  the  typical  Englishman  described  by  lago 
"  potent  in  potting,"  but  rather  resembled  Gassio  in  having 


72  LITTLE    MR.    BOUNCER 

such  "  poor  and  unhappy  brains  for  drinking  "  that  he  "  could 
well  wish  courtesy  would  invent  some  other  custom  of  enter- 
tainment." Like  Cassio,  too,  Mr.  Smirke,  considering  that 
this  last  night  of  Term  was  a  "  night  of  revels,"  had  drunk 
"  one  cup  that  was  craftily  qualified,"  and  yet  had  made 
f<  innovation/'  and  was  so  "  unfortunate  in  the  infirmity,"  that 
he  ought  not  to  have  dared  to  I  ask  his  weakness  with  any 
more.  Nevertheless,  like  Cassio,  he  drank  more,  and  with  the 
same  result  that  befell  Othello's  lieutenant.  After  a  third  and 
fourth  glass  of  punch,  Mr.  Smirke  became  obtrusively  dis- 
agreeable and  noisy. 

To  mild  chaff  ensued  epea  pteroenta  and  hot  language. 
Supper  was  on  the  table,  and  a  Mr.  Bulpit,  a  "  Skimmery  " 
man,  whom  Smirke  was  addressing  in  language  not  borrowed 
from  Chesterfield  or  Grandison,  lost  his  temper,  and  flung  a 
slice  of  tongue  across  the  table  into  Smirke' s  face.  That 
gentleman,  with  the  suddenness  of  movement  that  he  had 
shown  on  the  previous  day,  in  leaping  through  the  window  of 
the  house-boat,  instantly  returned  the  compliment  with  the 
whole  of  a  cold  duck,  including  the  dish.  Mr.  Bulpit  con- 
trived to  avoid  the  latter,  which  was  dashed  to  pieces  against 
the  wall  behind  him ;  but  he  was  not  sufficiently  quick  to  get 
out  of  the  way  of  the  cold  duck,  which  struck  him  full  on  the 
nose. 

Then  ensued  a  scene  of  increased  excitement  and  disturb- 
ance. 


CHAPTER  X. 


LITTLE    MB.    BOUNCER   IS   ASKED   TO    ACT  AS    SECOND    IN    A    DUEL. 

IS  not  pleasant  -when  yon  are  at  a 
supper  party,  and  anxious  to  enjoy 
yourself,  to  be  struck  forcibly  on 
the  nose  by  the  whole  of  a  cold 
duck  that  has  been  hurled  into 
your  face  by  an  individual  sitting 
immediately  opposite  to  you  at  the 
table.  When,  too,  the  dish  is  also 
sent  with  the  duck,  and  only  by 
your  own  quickness  of  movement 
escapes  your  head,  to  be  smashed 
to  pieces  a'gainst  the  wall  behind 
your  chair,  the  clatter  made  by  its  broken  fragments  is  not 
agreeable  to  sensitive  feelings.  Mr.  Bulpit,  of  "  Skim- 
mery,"  felt  this;  and  felt,  moreover,  the  hurt  of  the  blow 
and  the  indignity  to  which  he  had  been  publicly  exposed. 
Being  helped  to  duck  in  so  rough  and  ready  a  way  was 
decidedly  an  unpleasant  episode  in  Mr.  Effingham's  Little-go 
Wine  party. 

To  resent  the  insult  was  Mr.  Bulpit's  immediate  resolve ; 
and,  to  do  so  in  the  quickest  way,  he  jumped  upon  his  chair,  and 
from  thence  on  to  the  table,  and  was  about  to  dash  across  it, 
regardless  of  plates  and  glasses,  with  the  view  of  punching 
Mr.  Smirke's  head,  and  otherwise  inflicting  summary  venge- 
ance upon  him,  when  Effingham  caught  him  by  the  tails  of  his 
coat,  and  arrested  him  in  his  wild  career.  "  Stop  this,  old 

fellow  '  "  he  said,  as  he  endeavoured  to  drag  him  down  from 
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the  table ;  "  we  can't  have  any  fighting  here.     Bouncer,  catch 
hold  of  Smirke  !  " 

Little  Mr.  Bouncer  promptly  obeyed  the  summons,  and  at 
once  seized  Mr.  Smirke  by  the  arm,  and  tried  to  force  him  into 
his  chair  ;  for,  when  Mr.  Bulpit  had  leapt  upon  the  table,  Mr. 
Smirke  had  also  jumped  up  to  defend  himself  from  the  threat- 
ened attack,  and  Mr.  Bouncer,  who  had  been  sitting  next  to 


MR.    BULPIT  IS    HIGHLY   INDIGNANT  WITH   MR.    SMIRKE. 

him,  was  on  the  alert  to  prevent  the  two  quarrellers  from  com- 
ing to  blows.  "  Let  me  go  !  let  me  get  at  him  !  "  cried  Mr. 
Bulpit ;  and  "  Let  me  go  !  "  also  cried  Smirke. 

"Not  by  any  manner  of  means,"  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  as 
he  tightened  his  grasp  on  the  one  side,  and  was  assisted  to  hold 
the  struggling  Smirke  by  another  of  Effingham's  guests. 
"You've  shown  one  way  of  ducking  a  man's  head,  and  you 
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seem  to  be  rather  too  fond  of  cold  ducking.  No,  my  beauty ; 
yon  won't  get  away.  It's  only  bears  and  lions  that  growl  and 
fight,  and  your  little  hands  were  never  made  to  tear  out 
Bulpit's  eyes ;  so  you  had  better  put  your  angry  passions  in 
your  pocket.  For  the  present,  you  must  consider  yourself 
my  prisoner.  I'm  Detective  Bouncer,  of  the  A  1  Brazenface 
Division. " 

All  the  room  was  in  a  hubbub.  It  had  not  been  by  any 
means  a  quiet  Wine  from  the  first — Little-go  Wines  are  usually 
noisy  affairs ;  but  now  the  confusion  and  racket  were  greatly 
increased.  Mr.  Bulpit  was  still  forcibly  striving  to  cross  the 
Hubicon  of  the  supper-table,  and  was  wildly  gesticulating,  and 
uttering  wilder  threats  as  to  what  he  would  do  to  Mr.  Smirke's 
head  and  various  other  portions  of  his  body  when  he  could  get 
at  him.  At  last,  EfFingham  succeeded  in  pulling  him  from  the- 
table,  and  forcing  him  into  his  chair.  Both  the  would-be 
combatants  were  in  a  pot-valiant  state,  and  hot  words  were- 
freely  interchanged.  More  punch  was  also  consumed  by-  the 
two  quarrellers  ;  under  the  influence  of  which  Mr.  Smirke's. 
speech  became  somewhat  indistinct  and  incoherent. 

"  Sbtrikes  me,"  he  said,  as  though  the  facts  were  just  be- 
ginning to  dawn  upon  him,  "  Bulpit  'tended  to  'suit  me.  What 
you  say,  Boushcr  ?  " 

"  Strike  you  !  "  retorted  Mr.  Bulpit  across  the  table,  as  he 
caught  the  word  that  he  now  repeated  ;  "  why,  you  struck  me 
with  the  duck !  " 

"  You  shied  shlice  o'  tongue  in  my  faish  !  hurt  my  feelings  ! " 
said  Mr.  Smirke,  as  he  slapped  the  left  side  of  his  'waistcoat. 
"  My  heart's  in  ri'  plaish ;  feel  for  another,  and  all  that  sort-o- 
thing.  Not  to  be  shulted  with  'punity,  I  can  tell  you  !  then 
why  shend  shlice  o*  tongue  in  my  faish  ?  Thash  what  I  wan' 
to  know." 

"There,  old  fellow!  it  was  merely  a  slip  of  the  tongue," 
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said  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  endeavouring  to  pacify  him.     "  Say 
no  more  about  it." 

But  Mr.  Smirke  preferred  to  say  more  about  it,  and  so  also 
did  Mr.  Bulpit ;  and  they  noisily  stated  their  individual  griev- 
ances to  those  nearest  to  them,  as  well  as  to  those  remote. 
The  clang  and  clatter  were  greater  than  in  any  rookery.  A 
song,  with  the  old  chorus,  "For  he's  a  jolly  good  fellow, "  was 


A   WINE-PARTY. — ANIMAL  SPIRITS. 

vainly  tried  by  little  Mr.  Bouncer ;  but,  in  every  sense  of  the 
word,  failed  to  produce  harmony.  Animal  spirits  were  all  very 
well  up  to  a  certain  point ;  but,  beyond  it,  degenerated  to 
rude  uproar.  Throughout  song  and  chorus,  Mr.  Bulpit  and 
Mr.  Smirke  obtruded  the  wrongs  they  had  individually  sus- 
tained, and  utterly  refused  to  act  as  "jolly  good  fellows,"  and 
shake  hands  and  end  their  quarrel. 

"  Now,  do  be  quiet !  "  cried  Effingham,  addressing  himself 
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to  Mr.  Bulpit.  "  One  would  really  imagine,  to  hear  you  two 
talk,  that,  after  the  manner  of  a  melodramatic  villain  of  a 
transpontine  theatre,  one  of  you  will  next  say,  '  This  'ere  hin- 
sult  must  be  wiped  out  with  bel-lood  !  ' ' 

"  Of  course  it  must !  "  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  winking  in  a 
knowing  manner  at  Effingham,  and  looking  in  a  significant 
way  to  others  at  tKe  table,  in  order  that  they  might  catch  his 
meaning,  and  take  the  hint  to  carry  out  the  joke  ;  "of  course 
it  must !  After  what  has  occurred — after  the  gross  personal 
altercation  into  which  two  invited  guests  of  our  esteemed  host 
have  permitted  themselves  to  engage — I  think,  gentlemen  all, 
that  nothing  less  will  satisfy  the  demands  of  the  occasion  than 
a  duel." 

Little  Mr.  Bouncer's  hint  was  quickly  taken,  and  a  chorus 
of  responsive  voices  was  heard.  "  Of  course !  an  affair  of 
honour's  the  proper  sort  of  thing  !  "  "  Pistols  for  two,  and 
coffee  to  follow  !  "  "A  duel !  a  duel !  "  Mr.  Bulpit's  coun- 
tenance fell. 

"  You'd  wish  for  satisfaction,  wouldn't  you,  Smirke  ? " 
asked  little  Mr.  Bouncer. 

"  Shute  me  famoushly  !  "  replied  Mr.  Smirke;  meaning  to 
say,  that  it  would  suit  him. 

But  Mr.  Bulpit  heard  the  word,  and  understood  it  as  it  was 
pronounced.  ""Who'll  shoot  you  ?  "  he  said.  "  Not  I,  if  I 
know  it.  You're  not  worth  powder  and  shot." 

"  Come,  Bulpit,"  said  Eilmgham ;  "  you  mustn't  back  out 
of  it." 

"  I  shed  shute  me  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Smirke,  vainly  striving 
at  great  deliberation  of  expression.  "  You  shay  that  I  shay 
shoot  me.  Never  shed  such  a  WOT'  !  pononner !  quia  niishtake. 
I  shed,  shute  me." 

Little  Mr.  Bouncer  and  Mr.  Effingham  had  taken  the  oppor- 
tunity to  interchange  a  few  quiet  words  in  the  midst  of  the  dm 
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and  confusion.  "It  is  quite  evident,  gentlemen,"  said  the 
latter,  "  that  there  must  be  a  duel.  Nothing  less  will  evidently 
satisfy  Bulpit  for  his  wounded  honour,  to  say  nothing  of  his 
wounded  nose.  Look  at  his  poor  dear  nose,  gentlemen,  where- 
on still  linger  the  greasy  traces  of  cold  duck ;  and  then  say 
what  other  reparation  than  an  affair  of  honour  can  suffice  to 
wipe  out  that  gravied  stain  ?  Of  course,  "Bulpit,  you'll  fight ! 
There's  no  other  course  left  open  to  you." 

"Oh,  yes,  of  course,"  reluctantly  responded  Mr.  Bulpit,  who 
failed  to  perceive  that  the  whole  affair  was  a  jest,  and  that  he 
and  Mr.  Smirke  were  to  be  made  the  victims  of  a  hoax,  and 
thus  punished  for  their  ungentlemanly  conduct  at  the  Little-go 
Wine  ;  "  of  course  I'll  fight,  if  it's  thought  necessary." 

"  Nesheshary  ?  courshe  it  is!"  said  Mr.  Smirke.  "You 
shulted  me,  and  hurt  my  feelings  !  courshe  it's  nesheshary." 

"  Then,  gentlemen,"  said  Effingham,  "  the  two  principals 
being  agreed  that  a  meeting  with  pistols  is  unavoidable,  all 
that  we  have  to  do  is  to  arrange  the  place  and  time,  and 
make  all  other  needful  preparations — such  as  the  attendance 
of  a  surgeon,"  he  considerately  added ;  an  observation  which 
did  not  tend  to  soothe  Mr.  Bulpit's  feelings. 

"Who'll  be  my  shecond?"  said  Mr.  Smirke.  "Bousher, 
old  bird,  you'll  shtick  to  me  like  a  jolgood  fellow,  won't  you  ? 
Never  deshert  a  fren'  while  you've  got  a  fren'  and  a  bottle  to 
give  him,  as  the  shong  says.  I  should  like  you  to  be  my 
shecond." 

"  All  right,  my  tulip  j  I'll  be  your  second,"  replied  little 
Mr.  Bouncer. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


LITTLE    MR.    BOUNCER'S    FRIEND     PRELUDES   THE    DUEL   WITH    SOME 
TEA-TRAY   AND    POKER   MUSIC. 

ES,"  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer 
to  Mr.  Smirke,  "  I'll  be  your 
second ;  and  I  daresay  Effing- 
ham,  that  you  will  act  as 
second  to  Bulpit  ?  " 

"  Very  happy,  I'm  sure  ;  if 
you  wish  me,  BuTpit  ?  "  said 
the  host  of  the  evening. 

"Oh,  yes ;  I  should — like 
it  of  all  things  !  "  rejoined  that 
individual;  feeling,  however, 
very  much  more  disposed  to 
ask  Mr.  Smirke  to  shake 
hands  and  be  friends,  and  to  forgive  him  for  beginning  the 
fracas  by  throwing  the  slice  of  tongue  in  his  face.  But 
Mr.  Bulpit  thought  within  himself,  "If  I  do  so,  they'll 
all  think  I'm  showing  the  white  feather."  So,  out  of  the 
fear  of  being  thought  to  possess  and  exhibit  that  most  un- 
popular plume,  Mr.  Bulpit  smothered  his  real  feelings,  being 
the  more  disposed  to  do  so,  as  Mr.  Smirke  appeared  to  be  in  a 
highly  valorous  state,  and,  like  Bob  Acres — before  his  duel — 
was  ready  to  cry,  "Odds  flints,  pans,  and  triggers!  odds 
bullets  and  blades!  odds  balls  and  bullets!"  so  that  Mr. 
Bouncer  might  have  given  him  the  advice  of  Sir  Lucius  in 
the  comedy,  and  have  urged  him  to  decide  the  matter  that 
evening ;  and  then,  "  let  the  worst  come  of  it,  it  will  be  off 
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your  mind  to-morrow."  In  fact,  Mr.  Smirke  became  so  very 
noisy  and  disagreeable,  that  his  further  presence  at  Effing- 
ham's  Little-go  Wine  was  unanimously  voted  to  be  undesir- 
able ;  and  he  was  summarily  conveyed  back  to  Balliol  by  two 
sympathising  friends  of  his  own  college,  who  saw  him  safely 
to  bed  "  in  his  room  in  the  uppermost  storey,"  where,  like 
the  hero  of  Dr.  Maginn's  parody,  they  "left  him  alone  in  his 
glory,"  prepared  to  give  him  the  next  morning, 

A  couple  of  red 
Herrings  and  soda-water. 

Little  Mr.  Bouncer  had  seen  them  safely  out  of  the  Brazen- 
face  gates,  and  had  said  to  Mr.  Smirke,  "  I  shall  be  with  you 
at  six  o'clock,  sharp ;  and  mind  that  I  find  you  all  ready  for 
the  duel.  Effingham  and  I  will  arrange  the  place,  and  the 
time  must  not  be  later  than  seven." 

"  All  ri' !  all  ri'  !  was  Mr.  Smirke's  response,  as  he  once 
more  essayed  to  explain  to  his  friends  what  he  considered  to 
be  the  true  state  of  the  case.  "  He  shed  that  I  shed  shute 
me.  Quia  mishtake !  I  shed  " — ? — 

"  There,  old  fellow,  cut  it  short!"  said  Mr.  Bouncer.  "  Never 
mind  what  he  said,  or  what  you  said.  Go  to  bed,  and  get  to 
sleep,  and  don't  get  up  with  a  shaky  hand." 

"  Shaky  "  cried  Mr.  Smirke ;  "  what  d'ye  mean  by  shultin' 
me  ?  You're  no  great  shakes." 

"There!  go  off,  and  get  to  bed!"  said  Mr.  Bouncer.  "I 
don't  want  to  insult  you.  I'm  your  second." 

This  sent  off  Mr.  Smirke's  thoughts  in  a  fresh  direction 
or  train.  "  Shecond  class  !  I  always  travel  firsht.  Tickets 
ready,  gents  /  Timesh  !  Slitandard  !  Lustrated  Noos  !  Punsh  I 
— Yesh ;  just  one  more  glash  cold  punsh.  Thankee  !  Bousher 
old  bird  !  fren'  of  my  shoul,  this  goblet  sip  !  Give  me  a  lock 
of  your  hair,  old  fel' !  I  shall  prishe  it  immenshely  !  "  On 
which  Mr.  Bouncer  got  rid  of  him,  and  the  little  wicket 
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m  the  Brazenface  gates  was  then  closed  upon  him  and  his 
friends. 

On  returning  to  Effingham's  rooms,  Mr.  Bouncer  found 
that  Mr.  Bulpit  had  drunk  to  drown  dull  care,  or  to  give  him- 
self fictitious  courage  for  the  morning's  encounter — like  the 
man  in  the  song,  who  tried  "  to  keep  his  spirits  up  by  pouring 
spirits  down ;"  and  he  also  was  taken  away,  and  seen  safely 
to  his  rooms  in  "  Skimmery."  Then  a  consultation  was  held 
as  to  the  programme  of  the  duel.  Effingham  proposed  the 
Port  Meadow  as  the  place,  and  seven  o'clock  as  the  time. 
The  two  men  were  to  be  taken  there  by  their  respective 
seconds,  with  two  others  to  watch  the  proceedings  and  to 
give  the  word  to  fire.  The  pistols  were  to  be  loaded  with 
paper  pellets.  The  seconds  were  to  express  to  their  principals 
their  sorrow  that  no  doctor  was  in  attendance,  and  their  as- 
surance that  no  time  should  be  lost  in  conveying  the  wounded 
to  the  nearest  surgeon.  The  two  combatants  being  thus  primed 
for  the  duel,  and  placed  in  position,  the  word  to  fire  would  be 
given.  The  probability  was  that  each  of  them  would  fire  in 
the  air ;  but  even  if  they  did  not,  no  harm  would  ensue. 
Then  the  seconds  were  to  interfere,  and  declare  that  outraged 
honour  was  satisfied ;  and  Messrs.  Smirke  and  Bulpit  were  to 
be  led  away  from  the  Port  Meadow,  to  be  thoroughly  laughed 
at  for  having  been  victimised,  and  with  a  caution  to  behave 
themselves  better  for  the  future,  especially  in  the  matter  of 
shying  their  supper  in  each  other's  faces. 

Little  Mr.  Bouncer  was  in  favour  of  Shotover  Hill  for  the 
place  of  meeting,  not  only  from  its  appropriate  name,  but 
also  from  its  being  a  more  retired  spot ;  but,  as  they  came  to 
discuss  the  matter,  they  found  that  there  were  numerous 
obstacles  in  the  way  of  successfully  carrying  out  their  plan, 
either  at  the  Port  Meadow  or  Shotover  Hill,  not  only  from 
the  Police,  and  the  Proctor  and  his  "  bull-dogs,"  but  also 
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from  the  circumstance  that  the  morrow  would  be  the  last 
morning  of  the  Term,  and,  consequently,  that  not  many  hours 
would  be  at  their  disposal.  Very  reluctantly,  therefore,  the 
programme  of  the  duel  was  abandoned,  and  a  milder  form  of 
bringing  the  two  quarrellers  to  their  senses  was  determined 
upon.  This  decision  was  ultimately  arrived  at  very  much  to 
the  sorrow  of  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  who  had  anticipated  much 
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amusement  from  the  mock  duel,  and,  as  he  snatched  a  brief 
sleep  on  Effingham's  sofa,  he  dreamed  that  he  and  Mr.  Smirke 
were  posted  on  the  top  of  Shotover  Hill,  firing  with  a  heavy 
piece  of  ordnance,  at  Mr.  Bulpit  and  Effingham,  who  were 
posted  far  away  011  the  towing-path  on  the  other  side  of  the 
river,  just  where  the  Isis  makes  the  bend  towards  Ifley.  In 
his  dream,  Mr.  Bouncer  saw  the  well-known  spot  where  he 
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had  so  often  boated — the  fringe  of  willows  on  the  bank — the 
flat  stretch  of  meadows,  and  the  rising  ground  beyond,  with 
its  trees,  hedgerows,  and  scattered  houses.  It  was  all  there, 
vividly  and  distinctly,  and  so  were  the  combatants  and  their 
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cannon;  and  little  Mr.  Bouncer  awoke,  to  regret  that  the 
inock  duel  only  took  place  in  a  dream.  By  that  time,  the  hour 
had  arived  when  it  was  necessary  for  the  two  seconds  to  go  in 
quest  of  the  would-be  principals. 

Mr.  Smirke  had  not  passed  the  night  in  sleep.     When  his 
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friends  had  left  him,  as  they  thought,  safely  in  bed,  he  re- 
mained there  but  a  very  short  time ;  for,  within  the  next  hour, 
he  suddenly  made  a  reappearance  outside  his  rooms,  attired 
in  the  airy  costume  of  a  night-gown,  but  armed  with  a  tea- 
tray  and  poker.  With  these  he  proceeded  to  a  neighbour's 
bedside,  and  roused  him  up  to  inquire  if  he  was  "  all  ri' ;  " 
but,  being  persuaded  to  go  away,  he  wandered  to  another 
staircase,  where  he  encountered  another  Balliol  man,  the  Hon. 
Felix  Festoon,  son  of  Lord  Garland,  ascending  the  stairs. 
Mr.  Festoon  had  been  at  a  wine  party,  and  was  humming  a 
merry  tune,  when,  with  no  small  dismay,  he  suddenly  came 
upon  the  strange  apparition  which  arrested  his  progress.  The 
light  of  the  moon,  streaming  through  the  staircase-window, 
fell  upon  the  white-dressed  figure  with  ghostly  effect;  and  Mr. 
Festoon  might  well  be  excused  if,  for  a  moment,  he  felt  some- 
what alarmed.  That  the  ghost  was  brandishing  a  poker  was 
also  a  circumstance  that  was  not  reassuring  to  Mr.  Festoon's 
peace  of  mind. 

"  Shtop,  sir!  "  cried  Mr.  Smirke.  "You're  making  a  mosht 
dishgusting  noishe.  You're  toshicated,  sir — beashly  toshicated  ! 
t'will  be  my  painful  duty — mosht  painful  duty — to  tell  the 
Principal."  Mr.  Smirke  had  a  considerable  difficulty  in  pro- 
nouncing the  last  word  ;  and  it  gave  Mr.  Festoon  time  to 
recover  himself. 

"You  had  better  go  to  bed,  Smirke,"  he  said,  "and  let  me 
pass  to  my  bed.  I'm  tired,  and  I've  a  long  journey  in  the 
morning." 

"  All  ri',  F'stoon  !  all  ri'!  Give  my  love  to  Garland — noble 
shwell,  and  ornament  of  Upper  Houshe."  And  Mr.  Smirke 
made  a  profound  bow,  and  allowed  Mr.  Festoon  to  pass ;  but, 
instead  of  taking  his  advice,  and  going  to  bed,  he  wandered 
downstairs  into  the  Quad,  from  whence  tea-tray  and  poker 
music  was  presently  heard,  as  though  Balliol  was  hiving  its  bees. 
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Mr.  Bulpit  also  distinguished  himself  on  the  same  night. 
The  friends  who  had  taken  him  to  his  rooms  at  the  "  Skim- 
mery,"  had  not  undressed  him  and  put  him  to  bed;  and, 
after  they  had  left  him  he  wandered  forth  and  amused  him- 
self in  the  donkey-like  fashion  of  "  kicking  up  his  heels." 
Being  shod  with  heavy  boots,  he  tried  their  strength  against 
the  panels  of  various  doors,  and  succeeded  in  smashing  four, 
oaks.  When  afterwards  asked  why  he  had  done  so,  he  gave, 
by  way  of  a  reason,  the  answer  that  he  had  smashed  two 
because  he  hated  the  owners  of  the  rooms ;  and  that  he  had 
smashed  two  others  because  he  did  not  hate  them,  in  order  to 
make  matters  equal,  and  not  create  jealousy.  This  was  an 
explanation  which,  probably,  would  not  have  been  received 
with  satisfaction  by  the  authorities  of  St.  Mary's  Hall,  who, 
in  the  interval  of  the  Long  Vacation,  would  have  to  see  to  the 
repair  of  the  smashed  oaks. 


CHAP 
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MORNING 


night  in  the  v  nerable  quad 
rangle.  of  a  college,  the  tea- 
tray  and  poker  music  made 
by  Mr.  Srnirke  in  the  Balliol 
Quad  was  found  to  murder 
sleep  in  the  most  ruthless 
manner.  At  last,  his  discor- 
dant bee-hiving  melody  be- 
came so  perfectly  unendurable, 
that  a  summary  stop  was  put 
to  it  by  outraged  hearers,  who 
swooped  down  upon  his  night- 
gowned  figure  and  forcibly  bore  him  off  to  his  own  rooms, 
where  they  took  measures  to  prevent  a  recurrence  of  the 
nuisance,  by  confiscating  both  the  tea-tray  and  the  poker. 

Whether  Mr.  Smirke  was  put  to  bed  by  friend  or  foe,  it  is 
certain  that  when  little  Mr.  Bouncer  made  his  way  to  his 
bedside,  at  six  o'clock  on  that  sunny  June  morning,  he  found 
the  bed  to  be  duly  tenanted  by  its  owner,  who  was  not  only 
fast  asleep,  but  was  also  snoring  in  a  way  that  was  almost  as 
unmusical  as  the  noise  he  had  made  down  in  the  Quad,  with  his 
tea-tray  and  poker.  Whoever  had  put  Mr.  Smirke  to  bed, 
had  improved  the  occasion  by  artistically  decorating  his  face 
with  a  large  pair  of  curled  moustaches  and  threatening  eye- 
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brows,  executed  with  burnt  cork.  So  far,  therefore,  as  his 
face  went,  he  looked  sufficiently  valiant  and  warlike  to  be 
prepared  to  fight  any  number  of  duels. 


LITTLE   MR.    BOUNCER  AROUSES  THE   SLUMBERER. 

Little  Mr.  Bouncer  drew  up  the  blind  and  let  the  full  sun- 
shine stream  into  the  room  and  on  the  corked  face  of  the 
slumberer,  who  was  sleeping  so  heavily  that  there  was  some 
difficulty  in  rousing  him.  "  Smirke !  awake,  my  beauty  !  my 
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lady  fair,  arise,  and,  like  the  winking  may-buds,  'gin  to  ope 
your  eyes !  You  ought  to  be  up  and  dressed." 

"  Oh,  don't  bother!"  protested  Mr.  Sinirke,  not  yet  fully 
roused  ;  "  I  want  to  go  to  sleep." 

"  Oh,  indeed,  you'll  do  no  such  thing,"  said  Mr.  Bouncer, 
as  he  gave  him  another  vigorous  shake  and  pulled  the  clothes 
off  him.  "  It's  all  very  well  for  Dr.  Watts'  sluggard  to-do  the 
downy  like  the  door  on  its  hinges,  so  he  on  his  bed ;  but  I 
can't  allow  it." 

"I  wish  you'd  go  away  and  not  bother  me,"  said  Mr. 
Sinirke,  endeavouring  to  compose  himself  to  sleep  again. 

"  There,  don't  be  offended  !  the  only  way  to  take  a  fence  is 
to  do  it  in  that  style,"  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  pointing  to 
one  of  Alken's  coloured  hunting  pictures  that  was  nailed  up 
on  the  wall  over  Mr.  Smirke's  head.  "  Come,  rouse  up,  my 
beauty !  not  that  you  are  a  beauty  without  paint,  as  you'll  see 
for  yourself,  when  you  come  to  look  at  yourself  in  the  glass. 
If  you  don't  get  up  at  once,  I  shall  give  you  cold  pig.  We've 
no  time  to  lose ;  for,  unless  you  are  very  quick,  we  shall  not 
be  there  in  time." 

"Be  where  ?"  asked  Mr.  Smirke,  rubbing  his  eyes. 

"  Where  ?  why  at  the  Port  Meadow,  to  be  sure,"  replied  Mr. 
Bouncer,  who  was  greatly  tickled  at  the  odd  appearance  of 
Mr.  Smirke's  elaborately-corked  face. 

"  Port  Meadow  ?     What  for  ?  "  asked  that  gentleman. 

"  Why,  don't  you  remember  ?  You  were  to  be  there  at 
seven  o'clock  this  morning — a  duel,  you  know,  with  Bulpit. 
of  Skimmery,  whom  you  grossly  insulted  at  Effingham's 
Little-go  Wine,  by  shying  a  duck  in  his  face." 

At  this  brief  mention  of  the  scene  of  the  previous  evening, 
the  wretched  man's  clouded  brain  was  sufficiently  cleared  of 
some  of  its  fogs  and  mists  to  recover  a  partial  knowledge  of 
what  had  occurred.  "  But  Bulpit  began  it,  with  a  slice  of 
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tongue.  And — I  haven't  any  pistols,"  pleaded  Mr.  Bob 
Acres. 

"  Oh  !  -we'll  manage  all  that.  Look  at  yourself  in  the  glass ; 
you've  gob  your  war-paint  on  already."  And  little  Mr.  Bouncer 
enjoyed  Mr.  Smirke's  dismay  when  he  surveyed  the  burnt- 
cork  designs  with  which  his  face  had  been  adorned.  Then  he 
made  him  wash  his  face  and  put  on  his  clothes ;  and,  during 
the  time  that  he  was  thus  getting  himself  dressed,  frightened 
him  by  anticipations  of  the  probable  effects  of  the  duel.  At 
length  the  victim  asked,  "  Is  there  no  way  of  getting  out  of 
it  ? — of  course,  in  an  honourable  manner."  And  Mr.  Bouncer 
took  pity  on  him  by  suggesting,  "  I  fear  that  matters  have 
gone  too  far.  The  only  plan  that  I  can  think  of,  would  be  to 
write  an  apology  to  Bulpit ;  and,  perhaps,  you  wouldn't  like 
to  do  that." 

"  Oh,  yes ;  I  don't  mind  it  at  all,"  responded  Mr.  Smirke 
with  alacrity.  "  If  I  shied  the  duck  at  him,  as  you  say  I  did 
— and  I  confess  that  I  don't  remember  very  clearly  about  it — 
it  would  only  be  right  in  me,  as  a  gentleman,  to  apologise  to 
Bulpit :  wouldn't  it  ?  " 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you.  It  is  better  to  prevent  bloodshed, 
if  possible,"  replied  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  as  he  lighted  a  cigar, 
and  threw  his  cap  and  gown  on  the  floor.  "  But  you  must 
write  the  letter  at  once,  if  it  is  to  be  written  at  all ;  or  Bulpit 
and  Effingham  will  have  started  for  the  Port  Meadow  before 
we  can  stop  them.  You  must  pitch  the  letter  very  strong, 
and  do  the  gentlemanly  penitential  in  first-rate  style ;  or  it 
will  be  of  no  use  to  soothe  Bulpit's  savage  breast." 

So,  while  the  little  gentleman  smoked  and  smilingly  locked 
on,  Mr.  Smirke  sat  down  and  wrote  a  letter  of  abject  apology 
to  his  foe  of  the  previous  night.  It  was  not  a  very  easy  letter 
to  compose ;  but,  by  the  aid  of  sundry  hints  from  Mr. 
Bouncer's  fertile  imagination,  it  at  last  got  itself  written: 

G 
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and   Mr.   Bouncer    hurried    away   with,    it    to   Effingham's 
rooms. 

There,  very  shortly  after,  Effingham  him  self  arrived,  with 
a  like  letter  of  apology  from  Mr.  Bulpit,  with  whom  he  had 
enacted  a  scene  at  St.  Mary's  Hall  very  similar  to  that  which 


MR.  BULPIT,  OF  BALLIOL,  PENS  AN  APOLOGY. 

was  being  simultaneously  performed,  at  Balliol  College,  with 
Messrs.  Bouncer  and  Smirke  for  the  dramatis  personce.  It 
was  agreed  that  the  ends  of  justice  could  not  be  properly 
satisfied  unless  the  two  would-be  combatants  gave  a  breakfast 
at  the  Mitre  to  all  who  had  witnessed  their  quarrel  on  the 
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preceding  evening ;  or,  at  any  rate,  to  as  many  of  them  as 
would  be  able  to  accept  the  hasty  invitation,  and  who  would 
not  be  leaving  Oxford  till  a  later  hour.  This  arrangement 
was  heartily  acceded  to  by  Mr.  Bulpit  and  Mr.  Smirke,  who 
greatly  preferred  the  "breakfast  to  follow"  instead  of  "the 
pistols  for  two." 

As  they  were  up  and  dressed,  they  at  once  sent  out  their 
invitations,  and  then  went  to  the  Mitre,  where  they  shook 
hands,  mutually  apologised,  and  ordered  the  best  breakfast  that 
could  be  set  upon  the  table.  Thus,  the  proposed  duel  ended 
in  a  satisfactory  and  sensible  way  ;  and  the  two  letters  from 
the  non-duellists  formed  a  very  fruitful  theme  for  jokes  at 
their  expense,  not  only  at  that  immediate  time,  but  for 
many  terms  after. 

Yet,  when  it  was  explained  to  them  that  they  would  have 
been  made  the  victims  of  a  hoax,  and  that,  if  they  had  met, 
their  pistols  would  only  have  been  loaded  with  paper  pellets, 
Mr.  Bulpit  and  Mr.  Sniirka  were  half  inclined  to  regret  that 
the  programme  of  the  duel  had  not  been  fully  carried  out, 
and  that  the  Port  Meadow  had  not  been  made  the  scene  of 
their  display  of  fictitious  bravery.  But,  "  all's  well  that  ends 
well,"  and  they  joined  in  the  laugh  raised  against  them,  and 
cheerfull  yshared  the  bill  for  the  breakfast  at  the  Mitre. 

Of  course,  little  Mr.  Bouncer  was  there,  though  not  for 
long;  "for,"  said  he,  "I  promised  to  look  in  at  Fos- 
brooke's,  and  see  him  and  Verdant  Green  off  by  the  Brum- 
magem coach;  and,  instead  of  feeling  up  to  two  breakfasts,  I 
can't  do  justice  to  one.  I  must  restrict  myself  to  devil  and 
Soda  and  B." 

Either  the  soda  and  brandy,  or  the  devilled  turkey,  pre- 
pared by  the  Mitre's  chef  in  his  best  style,  or  the  fresh  morn- 
ing air,  gave  little  Mr.  Bouncer  an  appetite ;  for,  when  he  had 
left  Messrs.  Bulpit  and  Smirke,  and  had  gone  back  to  Brazen- 
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face,  and  had  sat  down  at  Fosbrooke's  breakfast-table,  he  was 
able  to  take  his  due  share  of  the  good  things  placed  before 
him.  But,  if  he  needed  an  excuse,  he  could  plead  that 
it  was  the  last  morning  of  Term,  and  that  more  than  thrco 
months  would  pass  before  he  would  eat  another  breakfast  in 
Oxford. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


LITTLE     MR.    BOUNCER    BIDS     FAREWELL    TO    MR.    VERDANT    GREEN 
FOR   A    BRIEF    SEASON. 

HE  good  things  on  Mr. 
Fosbrooke's  breakfast  ta- 
ble were  done  justice  to 
by  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  not- 
withstanding the  fact  that 
he  had  already  breakfasted 
at  the  Mitre,  with  Mr. 
Bulpit  and  Mr.  Smirke. 
In  the  London  season, 
"  men  may  come  and  men 
may  go,"  011  the  same 
evening,  to  two  or  three 
Balls,  Eeceptions,  At 
Homes,  or  whatever  the 
entertainment  may  be 
called ;  and  our  hero  may 
be  excused  if,  on  the  last 
morning  of  Term,  and 
under  peculiar  circumstances,  he  not  only  went  from 
breakfast-party  Number  One  to  breakfast-party  Number 
Two,  but  contrived  to  enjoy  them  both.  And,  in 
the  matter  of  Brazenface  College  versus  the  Mitre  Hotel,  it 
would  have  puzzled  a  Lucullus  to  decide  to  which  breakfast 
to  award  the  palm.  It  must  have  been  from  a  full  knowledge 
of  the  powers  of  the  College  cook  that  Mr,  Four-in-hand 
Fosbrooke,  with  an  artful  assumption  of  the  capabilities  of 
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the  Brazenface  kitchen  and  buttery,  said,  "There's  not  much 
choice  for  you  men  ;  but  I  hope  you'll  find  something  to  your 
liking.  And  if  there's  anything  not  here  that  you  specially 
desire,  Coquus  will  send  it  up  in  a  twinkling."  It  was  like 
to  that  fabulous  host  whose  servant  having,  according  to  a 
prepared  plan,  fallen  down  as  he  entered  the  room  with  the 
turbot,  cried  out,  "Bring  another  turbot !"  and  the  other 
turbot,  exquisitely  cooked,  was  immediately  brought.  It  was 
evident  that  a  similar  faith  was  reposed  in  Coquus,  and  that 
it  was  believed  the  Brazenface  chef  could  produce  any  dish  at 
a  few  moments'  notice,  even  if  the  order  were  given  for  casso- 
wary chops  or  roast  ostrich. 

"  Coquus  "  was  the  name  by  which  the  head  cook  at  Bra- 
zenface was  familiarly  known.  He  was  a  highly  important 
personage,  with  an  official  salary  larger  than  that  of  a  resident 
tutor ;  moreover,  he  was  believed  to  make,  at  the  very  least 
an  extra  two  hundred  a  year  by  dripping  and  perquisites — 
things  that  were  equal  mysteries  wdth  the  payments  to  the 
University  chest.  The  eldest  son  of  Mr.  Coquus  had  dis- 
tinguished himself  at  a  grammar-school,  and  had  been  sent 
to  a  leading  college  in  the  rival  University,  where  his  birth 
and  parentage  were  cleverly  ignored,  or  only  mentioned  in  a 
remote  way  that  would  not  lead  to  detection.  When  pressed, 
Coquus,  junior,  asserted  (with  truth)  that  his  father  held  a 
post  in  connection  with  the  University  of  Oxford  ;  further 
particulars  were  skilfully  evaded.  Coquus,  senior,  was  not 
only  a  man  who  might  be  considered  great,  from  his  official 
position,  but  also  from  his  personal  dimensions.  The  warmth 
of  his  various  ovens,  fires,  and  stoves  appeared  to  have  de- 
veloped every  particle  of  fatty  substance  in  his  body,  and  to 
have  bestowed  upon  him  a  rotundity  of  form  that  made  his 
figure  most  imposing  to  the  spectator.  The  head  cook  of 
Brazenface  was  not  often  visible  to  the  outer  world  in  his 
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professional  costume;  but  occasional  glimpses  of  him  might 
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be  seen,  as  his  portly  figure  filled  up  the  doorway  leading  to 
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the  kitchens,  the  while  he  superintended  the  arrival  of  a 
whole  cartload  of  meat,  or  received  a  smaller  supply  of  sweet- 
breads from  the  basket  of  the  butcher's  boy.  Dignity  and 
diffidence  were  represented  on  such  an  occasion,  when  the 
great  Mr.  Coquus  gave  an  audience  to  the  small  Cook's 
excursionist. 

Mr.  Fosbrooke's  guests  must  have  been  hard  to  please  if 
they  could  not  find  something  to  their  liking  in  the  various 
dishes  which,  under  the  superintendence  of  Mr.  Coquus,  wrere 
set  before  them ;  for  there  were  beefsteaks,  devilled  kidneys, 
poached  eggs  and  ham,  curried  chicken,  veal  cutlets,  savoury 
omelettes  with  bacon,  pigeon  pie  (or  "dove-tart,"  to  use  the 
Oxford  vernacular),  and  "  spread  eagle."  Concerning  this 
last-named  dish,  little  Mr.  Bouncer  said  to  Yerdant  Green, 
"  The  Mum  heard  me  talk  about  it,  and  made  me  promise  to 
bring  her  a  recipe  for  it ;  so  I  have  got  Coquus  to  write  it 
down  for  me  ;  and,  when  you  come  to  us  in  the  Long,  and 
pay  us  your  promised  visit  at  my  little  shop  in  Herefordshire, 
I  daresay  the  Mum  will  give  you  some  for  breakfast." 

It  may  as  well  here  be  noted  that  the  recipe  for  "An  Oxford 
Spread-eagle,"  given  by  Mr.  Coquus  to  little  Mr.  Bouncer, 
and  by  him  handed  to  his  mother,  was  as  follows  : — "  Take 
a  fine,  tender  fowl ;  split  it  down  its  back,  and  carefully  press 
it  flat.  Grill  it  on  a  gridiron  over  a  glede  fire,  from  time 
to  time  rubbing  it  with  butter,  and  sprinkling  it  with  pepper. 
In  about  three-quarters  of  an  hour  it  will  be  well  cooked. 
Serve  it  up  to  table  with  mushroom  sauce."  When  little  Mr. 
Bouncer  handed  this  recipe  to  his  mother,  he  did  not  tell  her 
that  he  had  tipped  the  great  Mr.  Coquus  with  a  sovereign. 
Perhaps  such  tips  were  a  portion  of  the  "  perquisites  "  of  the 
great  cook  of  Brazenface. 

"  Pewter  Potter  promised  to  do  some  breakfast  with  us," 
said  Mr.  Fosbrooke. 
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"  Pewter' Potter  ?  who  is  he  ?"  asked  Verdant  Green. 

"  Oh  !  he  is  a  New  man,"  was  the  reply. 

"  A  new  man  ?  Oh,  I  see  !  You  mean  a  Freshman  ?  "  said 
Verdant  Green. 

"  No  ;  I  mean  that  he  is  a  New  College  man,"  replied  Mr. 
Fosbrooke ;  and  there  was  a  laugh  at  Verdant  Green's 
expense. 

"Never  mind,  Giglamps,"  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer;  "this 
is  the  last  day  that  you  can  properly  be  called  a  Freshman. 
When  you  come  up  next  October,  after  the  Long,  you  will  no 
longer  be  a  Freshman  in  name,  and  it  will  be  your  own 
fault  if  you  are  then  a  freshman  by  nature.  Won't  it,  old 
fellow  ?  " 

"  Either  my  fault  or  my  misfortune,"  observed  Verdant. 

"  You're  late !  you  must  make  up  for  lost  time,"  said  Mr. 
Fosbrooke  to  Mr.  Pewter  Potter,  who  just  then  entered  the 
room. 

"  I  had  to  see  to  the  boats,"  explained  that  gentleman,  as 
he  seated  himself  at  the  table,  and  began  vigorously  to  make 
up  for  the  lost  time.  Mr.  Pewter  Potter  took  a  great  interest 
in  his  College  crew,  and  had  been  recently  coached  in  his 
trial  eights. 

"  Your  boat  has  done  famously,"  said  Mr.  Fosbrooke. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mr.  Pewter  Potter ;  "  though  I  hope  we 
shall  do  still  better  next  Term.  But  we  had  rather  hard 
lines  ;  for  we  had  to  pull  in  the  wash  of  the  Pembroke  boat. 
Fortunately  for  us,  Pembroke  rowed  in  awfully  bad  form,  and, 
at  the  last,  had  not  a  spurt  left  in  them.  We  won  by  the  skin 
of  our  teeth,  and  that  was  all.  I  suppose  you  are  going  down, 
as  usual,  on  the  box  of  the  Birmingham  coach  ?  " 

Mr.  Four-in-hand  Fosbrooke  acknowledged  that  such  was 
his  intention,  and  that  it  was,  even  then,  time  for  him  to 
start.  "  So,  I  must  leave  you  men  to  help  yourselves.  You 
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and  I  must  be  off,  Green,  or  -we  shall  be  too  late  for  the 
coach.'5 

Then,  good-byes  were  said,  and  little  Mr.  Bouncer — who 
was  presently  followed  by  Mr.  Smalls,  Mr.  Pewter  Potter, 
and  one  or  two  others  of  the  party — accompanied  them  to  the 


IN  THE   COITEE-ROOM  AT  THE  MITRE. 


Mitre,  from  whence  the  famous  four-horse  coach  started  to 
Birmingham.  There  also  were  other  Oxford  men,  who  pre- 
ferred that  old  mode  of  conveyance  to  the  newer  railway; 
perhaps,  because  it  carried  them  nearer  to  their  various  desti- 
nations. The  breakfast-party  given  by  Mr.  Smirke  and  Mr. 
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Bulpit  was  not  yet  over,  for  some  of  the  guests  appeared  at 
the  open  windows  on  the  first  floor,  from  whence,  as  they 
smoked,  they  were  looking  on  at  the  lading  of  the  coach  down 
below. 

Little  Mr.  Bonncer  and  Verdant  Green  went  into  the  coffee- 
room  ;  and,  as  Verdant  leant  against  one  of  the  pillars  near 
to  the  bow-window,  and  selected  from  his  cigar-case  a  particu- 
larly mild  Havannah,  his  friend  said  to  him,  "  I'm  like  a 
parient  to  you,  Giglamps  ! — coming  here  and  seeing  you  safe 
off  the  premises,  and  keeping  a  sharp  look-out,  lest  you 
should  elope  with  old  Mother  Tester!  Well,  you've  said 
good  bye  to  Brazenface  for  a  time;  and  now  you've  got  to 
say  good  bye  for  a  time  to  yours,  truly.  Don't  forget  your 
promise  to  come  and  see  me  in  the  Long." 

"  I  shall  be  sure  not  to  forget  that,"  said  Verdant. 

"Now,  gentlemen,  the  coach  is  ready,"  said  the  guard, 
looking  into  the  room. 

"Are  you  going  to  tool  the  tits?"  asked  little  Mr. 
Bouncer. 

"No;  I  shall  leave  that  and  the  box  seat  to  Fosbrooke," 
replied  Verdant. 

"  "Well,  good  bye,  Gigiamps.  Give  my  love  to  Sairey  and 
the  little  uns,"  said  Mr.  Bouncer,  with  a  kind  remembrance 
of  imaginary  individuals. 

Verdant  Green  clambered  up  to  his  seat  behind  the  coach- 
man; nodded  another  farewell  to  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  who 
waved  his  cap  as  a  parting  salute ;  the  horses'  heads  were  let 
go;  and  the  coach  clattered  up  the  High. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


LITTLE   MR.   BOUNCER    HAS    HIS   ATTENTION    DIRECTED    TO    COACHES 
AND    COACHMEN. 

HE  two  friends,  Mr.  Verdant 
Green  and  little  Mr.  Bouncer, 
had  bidden  each  other  fare- 
well for  a  brief  season ;  and  the 
former,  mounted  on  the  top  of 
the  "Warwickshire  coach,  was 
quickly  lost  to  the  view  of  the 
latter,  as  the  horses  clattered 
up  the  High.  In  another  ten 
minutes,  the  spires  and  towers 
of  the  beautiful  City  of  Col- 
leges, shining  brightly  in  the 
full  sunshine  of  a  lovely  day  in 
June,  were  barely  visible  to 
the  short-sighted  gentleman 
whom  Mr.  Bouncer  had  called 
"  Giglamps,"  although  he  turned  round  on  the  top  of  the 
coach,  and  peeped  from  behind  its  mountain  of  luggage,  to 
get  one  other  glimpse  of  the  spot  where  he  had  passed  his 
first  happy  and  eventful  term  as  an  Oxford  Freshman. 

It  was  a  very  pleasant  journey  to  Mr.  Verdant  Green. 
When  they  had  got  some  distance  on  the  read,  the  coachman 
gave  up  the  reins  to  his  box-seat  passenger,  who,  from  the 
workmanlike  way  in  which  he  drove,  showed  that  his 
sobriquet  "  Four-in-hand  "  Fosbrooke  had  been  deservedly 
earned.  When  Mr.  Fosbrooke  had  been  put  down  at  his 
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destination,  Verdant  took  his  place  on  the  box-seat,  without, 
however,  (as  Mr.  Bouncer  had  suggested),  making  any  pro- 
position to  the  coachman  to  allow  him  to  "  tool  the  tits,"  or 
"  handle  the  ribbons  ;  "  which  was  quite  as  well,  as  the  pro- 
fessional Jehu  would  have  promptly,  and,  perhaps,  curtly, 
have  refused  his  request.  But  Verdant  made  himself  agree- 
able by  supplying  the  coachman  with  cigars,  and  attending 
to  his  wants  of  "  six  of  gin,  hot/'  at  the  various  inns  where 
they  stopped  to  change  horses.  Of  course,  Verdant  smoked 
his  weed  as  became  an  Oxford  man  and  a  box-seat  passenger ; 
and,  although  he  could  now  perform  this  feat  without  a 
recurrence  of  those  disagreeable  sensations  that  he  had  ex- 
perienced at  his  first  wine-party  at  Mr.  Smalls',  yet  it  must 
be  confessed  that,  on  the  present  occasion,  he  somewhat 
exceeded  his  quantity  even  of  the  mildest  Havannahs,  and 
was  not  sorry  when  the  coach  pulled  up  at  the  cross-roads, 
where  his  father's  carriage  was  in  waiting  to  take  him  to  the 
Manor  Green.  Having  tipped  the  coachman,  who  had 
delighted  him  by  observing  that  he  "  was  a  young  gent  as 
had  much  himproved  hisself  since  he  tooled  him  up  to  the 
'Varsity  with  his  guvnor,"  and  having  seen  to  the  transfer- 
ence of  his  luggage  (no  longer  encased  in  canvas  after  the 
manner  of  females)  from  the  coach  to  the  carriage,  he  saw  the 
Warwickshire  mail  drive  away  along  the  dusty  road  towards 
Birmingham ;  and  then,  turning  to  the  Manor  Green  servant, 
was  on  the  verge  of  saying,  "  I  hope  my  mamma  and  papa 
are  quite  well,"  when  he  stopped  himself  just  in  time,  with 
the  thought  that  he  was  now  an  Oxford  man,  and  altered  his 
query  to  "All  well  at  home,  Jenkins  ?  "  They  were  all  well, 
and  how  heartily  they  received  him  has  been  recorded  by  the 
faithful  historian  in  other  pages  than  these. 

Turn  we  now,  for  a  season,  to  a  record  of  the  sayings  and 
doings  of  Verdant  Green's  friend,  little  Mr.  Bouncer. 
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After  the  Warwickshire  coach,  with  its  freight  of  Oxford 
men,  had  driven  away  from  the  Mitre,  Mr.  Bouncer  lingered 
there  some  little  time  longer  in  company  with  Mr.  Smalls, 
Charles  Larkyns,  Pewter  Potter,  and  one  or  two  others  who 
were  gathered  together  in  that  favourite  haunt,  the  coffee- 
room.  They  had  considered  that  bitter  beer  would  be  an 


THE  WAITEK  AT  THE   "MITRE"   BRINGS   SOME   BASS*    RELIEF. 

acceptable  refreshment  on  a  hot  June  morning ;  and  they  had, 
therefore,  ordered  the  waiter  to  bring  them  a  due  supply.  It 
was  that  same  waiter,  whose  face  resembled  the  interior  half 
of  a  sliced  muffin,  who  had  attended  upon  Verdant  Green  and 
his  father  when  they  made  their  first  appearance  in  Oxford, 
and  had  stayed  at  the  Mitre.  As  he  brought  in  the  bitter 
beer,  Charles  Larkyns  said,  "  I  am  somewhat  of  a  connoisseur 
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in  art ;  but,  after  all,  there  is  nothing  that  I  admire  more 
than  this  Bass'  relief." 

"  Oh,  Charley  !  "  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  with  a  groan  of 
anguish ;  "  we  will  hope  that  you  will  do  better  if  you  are 
to  do  bitters." 

The  muffin -faced  waiter  opened  the  bottles  of  Bass,  emptied 
their  liquid  amber  into  the  various  glasses,  brushed  some 
imaginary  crumbs  from  the  table,  and  vanished.  The  con- 
versation turned  upon  Mr.  Pour-in-hand  Fosbrooke  and  his 
friend  the  coachman. 

"  Like  Jack  Adams,  of  the  Royal  Defiance,  that  man  is  a 
bit  of  a  character,"  said  Charles  Larkyns,  "  as  are  many  of 
his  race ;  more  especially  those  who  have  driven  University 
coaches :  like,  for  example,  Smith  of  the  Blue  Boar,  Trinity 
Street,  Cambridge,  who  drove  the  Newmarket  and  Bury  St. 
Edmunds  coach  that  went  by  the  name  of  the  Slow  and 
Dirty.  Then,  there  was  the  Oxford  coachman  who  had 
acquired  a  parrot-like  facility  for  spouting  scraps  out  of  the 
Latin  Grammar,  for  the  use,  and  abuse,  of  which  specimens  of 
the  dead  language  he  was  known  as  the  Classical  Coachman. 
Many  of  these  old  fellows  are  quaint  characters/ ' 

"I  was  told,  the  other  day,"  said  Mr,  Pewter  Potter,  "a 
story  about  old  White,  who  used  to  drive  the  Oxford  and 
Cambridge  coach,  and  who,  consequently,  had  many  conversa- 
tions with  University  men,  who  asked  his  opinions  on  a 
variety  of  subjects.  He  was  once  asked  by  a  Cambridge  man 
whether  he  thought  Oxford  men  more  gentlemanly  than 
Cambridge  men;  and  he  replied,  ' Though  you're  going  to 
Cambridge,  sir,  I'll  tell  you  truly  what  I  think.  I  drives  an 
Oxford  gent  down,  and,  when  he  gets  to  the  end  of  his 
journey,  he  says,  "  Mr.  White,"  he  says,  "  I  shall  be  happy  to 
see  you  to  my  rooms  to  wine  this  evening ; "  and  then  he 
hands  me  his  card  with  his  name  printed  upon  it.  Well,  I 
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goes  at  the  proper  time,  and  there  I  finds  a  many  gents  seated 
over  various  liquors ;  and  Mr.  So-and-so  points  to  a  chair, 
and  says,  "Here's  a  seat  for  yon,  Mr.  White,  alongside  o'  me. 
Glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  White.  What  wine  do  you  take  ?  here's 
claret,  if  you  prefer  it."  So  then,  perhaps,  I  has  a  glass  or 


OLD  WHITE,   THE   COACHMAN,   AND   HIS   OXFORD   FRIENDS. 

two  o7  claret,  and  helps  myself  to  what  I  like;  and  Mr. 
So-and-so  pushes  towards  me  a  box  o'  cigars  and  a  jar  o' 
baccy ;  and  he  says,  "  Take  a  weed,  Mr.  White ;  or,  if  you 
prefer  it,  have  a  pipe,  Mr.  White,  and  I'll  join  you."  So,  then 
we  smoke  a  pipe  or  two,  and  drink  perhaps  more  than  a  glass 
or  two ;  and  then  comes  in  supper — some  hot  game,  and 
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wiands  warions.  And  Mr.  So-and-so  insists  on  helping  me 
first,  and  says,  "  What  part  do  yon  take,  Mr.  White  ?  "  And 
I  says,  "  Thankee,  sir,  I'm  in  noways  pertickler."  "  They're  all 
here,"  says  he  ;  so  I  fixes  on  the  liver  wing,  and  he  sends  it 
me.  Then,  after  supper,  we  has  a  drop  of  grog,  and  smokes 
one  or  two  more  pipes ;  and  then  I  gets  tip  and  makes  my 
obeisance  to  them,  and  says,  "  I  wish  yon  all  a  very  good 
night,  gentlemen;  and  I'm  mneh  obleeged  to  you  for  your 
civility.'*  Well,  sir,  that's  Oxford.  I  drives  a  gent  to 
Cambridge ;  and,  perhaps,  the  gent  asks  me  to  look  in  at  his 
rooms  some  time  that  evening,  if  I  likes.  So  I  goes,  and  I 
finds  a  many  gents  there,  also  with  their  liquors.  And  Mr. 
So-and-so  says,  "  Well,  old  buck  !  I'm  glad  to  see  you.  Clap 
yourself  into  a  cheer  somewhere."  So  I  sets  myself  down, 
where  I  can.  Then  the  wine  comes  round,  and  I  looks  at  the 
bottles  to  see  which  is  which.  "  Oh,  I  daresay,  old  buck, 
you'd  rather  have  something  hot !  "  says  Mr.  So-and-so,  and 
he  hands  out  the  brandy.  So,  as  I  don't  like  to  interfere 
with  the  arrangements,  I  says,  "  Thankee,  sir;"  and  they  has 
the  wine,  while  I  has  the  brandy.  Then  they  ask  me  ques- 
tions about  the  coaches  that  I  have  druv^  and  about  the 
horses  and  passengers,  and  all  that.  Then  says  Mr.  So-and-so, 
"  You'd  like  to  smoke  a  pipe,  old  buck,  I  daresay."  So  I 
smokes  a  pipe.  Then  comes  in  supper,  and  hot  game  and 
wiands,  also  warious  ;  and  Mr.  So-and-so  helps  'em  all  round ; 
and,  when  he  has  finished  them  he  says,  "  Old  buck,  would 
you  like  to  pick  a  bft  of  pheasant  ? "  Well,  sir,  that's 
Cambridge — at  least,  according  to  my  experience.'  So,"  said 
Mr.  Pewter  Potter,  as  he  ended  his  anecdote,  "  old  White 
evidently  gave  the  preference  to  Oxford." 

"  Old  White  was  a  wise  man,"  said  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  with 
a  pardonable  preference  for  his  own  Alma  Mater. 

Here  they  were  joined  by  some  of  .the  stragglers  from  the 
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breakfast  party  that  had  been  given  in  the  room  above  by 
Messrs.  Bulpit  and  Smirke ;  and  then  they  dispersed  to  their 
various  Colleges,  from  which,  ere  the  evening  had  come,  they 
would  have  gone  forth  in  quest  of  the  pleasures  of  the  Long 
Vacation. 


CHAPTER  XV. 


LITTLE  MR.  BOUNCER  LEAVES  OXFORD  IN  COMPANY  WITH  MR. 

ALLS. 

ITTLE  MR.  BOUNCER 
and  Mr.  Smalls,  having  no 
very  tedious  railway  journey 
before  them,  did  not  leave 
Oxford  until  the  afternoon 
of  the  day  on  which  Ver- 
dant Green  and  Mr.  Four- 
in-hand  Fosbrooke  had 
quitted  the  City  of  Colleges 
on  the  top  of  the  Warwick- 
shire coach.  By  luncheon 
time,  the  University  had 
lost  the  larger  portion  of 
its  members;  and  Oxford 
tradesmen  would  be  compelled  to  wait 
three  months  for  the  return  of  their  best 
customers.  This  is  a  serious  item  in  connection  with  the 
much-abused  credit  system,  that  must  be  considered  whenever 
any  so-called  overcharges  of  Oxford  tradesmen  are  questioned 
by  a  Paterfamilias.  People  must  needs  make  hay  while  the 
sun  shines ;  and  if  the  sun  is  under  a  cloud  for  a  quarter  of 
the  year,  it  is  clear  that  no  hay  can  be  made  during  that 
space  of  time.  And,  indeed  Oxford  tradesmen  might  make 
a  pithy  proverb  to  suit  their  own  case  : — 
With  sons  away, 
We  can't  make  hay, 
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and,  therefore,  it  behoves  them  to  turn  the  sons  to  as  much 
account  as  possible  during  Term  time,  with  the  hope  that  the 
sons'  parents  and  governors  will  not,  in  the  Long  Vacation, 
or  whenever  the  bills  are  presented,  repudiate  their  liabilities,, 
and  set  up  the  preposterous  plea  of  infancy. 

In  accepting  the  invitation  to  go  down  with  Mr.  Smalls  for 
a  day  or  two  in  the  country,  little  Mr.  Bouncer  experienced  a 
difficulty  with,  regard  to  the  disposal  of  Huz  and  Buz.  He 
scarcely  liked  to  leave  them  in  the  coal-cellar  outside  his  room- 
door  at  Brazenface,  there  to  be  fitfully  attended  to,  or  wholly 
neglected,  by  Mrs.  Tester  and  Mr.  Robert  Filcher ;  and  he  did 
not  wish  to  be  temporarily  separated  from  them,  even  if  they 
were  placed  in  Tollitt's  stables,  or  confided  to  the  care  of  Mr, 
Charley  Symonds.  But  when  he  mentioned  his  hesitation  to 
Mr.  Smalls,  that  gentleman  at  once  solved  the  difficulty  by 
extending  his  invitation  to  Huz  and  Buz,  and  promising  that 
they  should  be  heartily  welcomed  at  his  father's  house  during* 
the  time  of  their  master's  visit.  Mr.  Bouncer  was,  therefore,, 
made  easy  in  his  mind  on  this,  to  him,  important  subject. 
Not  that  Huz  and  Buz  were  personages  to  be  dealt  with 
easily  in  their  transit  from  place  to  place  ;  and  at  the  Oxford 
railway  station  they  rendered  themselves  especially  obnoxious 
and  disagreeable — now,  frightening  timid  ladies  by  their  loud 
barkings  and  profuse  display  of  teeth ;  and  then  making  wild 
rushes  at  the  tempting  calves  of  little  children  and  old  gentle- 
men. They  were  far  too  noisy  and  obtrusive  to  enable  Mr. 
Bouncer  to  smuggle  them  into  his  own  carriage;  and  the 
guard,  being  proof  against  bribes,  insisted  on  their  being 
placed  in  a  locker  in  the  luggage  van.  Then  followed  an 
agitating  scene  with  a  large  but  loose-limbed  porter,  who 
essayed  to  gain  the  confidence  of  the  two  bull-terriers,  and 
failed  to  find  them  reciprocate  his  attentions.  After  all,  their 
master  had  to  summarily  and  roughly  thrust  them  into  the 
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locker  at  the  very  last  moment  before  the  starting  of  the  train ; 
for  Huz  and  Buz  set  at  defiance  and  kept  at  bay  both  porters 
and  guards. 

In  that  dark  age,  a  smoking  compartment  was  an  unknown 


HUZ  AND  BUZ  ARE  RATHER  TROUBLESOME. 


luxury  on  railway  lines ;  but  as  there  were  several  Oxford 
men  who  were  going  down  by  that  train,  they  secured  a  car- 
riage to  themselves,  where  they  could  blow  a  cloud  to  their 
hearts'  content;  and,  of  course,  Mr.  Smalls  and  little  Mr. 
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Bouncer  were  two  of  the  passengers  in  that  particular  carriage. 
In  the  train,  too,  were  several  young  ladies  with  their  mothers 
and  chaperones,  who  were  on  their  way  back  home  from  the 
Commemoration,  in  company  with  elderly  dons,  younger 
tutors  and  fellows,  and  brotherly  or  cousinly  undergraduates. 
Thus  the  University  was  largely  represented,  and  contributed 
an  unusual  number  of  passengers  to  the  train.  It  slid  out  of 
the  station  ;  and  in  another  half-hour  Oxford  had  been  lost  to 
sight,  and  its  familiar  aspect  and  well-known 'spires  and  towers 
could  only  be  viewed  in  dreams  or  memory. 

The  railway  journey  of  little  Mr.  Bouncer  and  Mr.  Smalls 
was  terminated  at  the  Poynton  Station,  where  they  bade  adieu 
to  their  undergraduate  companions,  and  released  Huz  and  Buz 
from  their  temporary  imprisonment  in  the  locker.  The  two 
travellers  had  between  them  an  abundance  of  luggage ;  for 
their  impedimenta — exclusive  of  Huz  and  Buz — included  a 
weighty  box  of  books,  which  Mr.  Smalls  made  it  a  point  of 
honour  to  carry  down  with  him  at  the  end  of  the  June  Termr 
alleging  that  he  intended  "  to  read  hard  for  his  Little-go  during* 
the  Long ;"  though  it  is  to  be  feared  that  his  virtuous  inten- 
tions in  this  respect  were  not  destined  to  be  carried  into 
effect,  and  that  the  box  of  books  would  remain  unopened  until 
it  was  taken  back  to  Oxford  in  the  ensuing  October.  There 
was  a  horse  and  cart  for  the  luggage ;  and  there  was  a  mail 
phaeton  and  pair  for  the  two  travellers.  Mr.  Smalls  lighted 
a  fresh  cigar,  and  took  the  reins  ;  Mr.  Bouncer  occupied  the 
place  beside  him  with  Huz  and  Buz  on  the  driving- apron  at 
his  feet ;  the  coachman  jumped  up  behind ;  and  away  they 
drove  from  the  Poynton  Station. 

It  was  six  miles  to  the  Woodlands — which  was  the  name  of 
the  house  where  lived  Mr.  Smalls'  father ;  and  it  was  a  very 
pleasant  drive  through  a  richly  timbered  country,  whose 
wealth  of  greenery  was  irradiated  by  a  June  sun  that  was 
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flooding  the  western  sky  with  a  sea  of  gold.  The  quick- 
stepping  horses  took  them  along  at  a  rapid  pace,  along  dusty 
turnpike  roads,  and  down  shady  tree-arched  lanes,  until  they 
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brought  them  to  a  little  village,  with  a  scattered  group  of 
cottages  and  farm-houses,  a  smithy,  a  public-house,  a  rectory, 
a  new  school,  an  old  church,  and  a  large  house  in  a  small  park, 
with  a  tiny  lodge  at  the  gate  near  to  the  village  school. 
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"  Here  we  are  at  the  Woodlands  !  "  said  Mr.  Smalls,  as  lie 
reined  up  the  horses  at  this  little  lodge,  and  returned  the 
greeting  of  the  woman  who  opened  the  gate. 

"  What  a  pity  that  I  put  my  post-horn  in  my  portmanteau !" 
said  little  Mr.  Bouncer.  "  I  generally  carry  it  loose  with 
walking-sticks,  umbrellas,  fishing-rods,  and  that  sort  of  gear. 
If  I  had  it  out  I  could  have  given  a  tantivity  to  signal  our  ap- 
proach. '  Hark !  'tis  the  twanging  horn  from  yonder  bridge  ! 
he  comes,  the  herald  of  a  noisy  world  ! '  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing.  Perhaps  if  I  pinched  Huz  and  Buz's  tails  and  made 
them  bark  that  would  help  us  a  bit.  Or,  as  your  shop  is 
called  the  Woodlands,  we  might  sing  in  chorus,  '  Haste  to  the 
woodlands,  haste  away !  Lads  and  lasses,  all  so  gay ! ' 
Whichever  you  choose,  my  little  dears ;  we  are  in  noways 
pertickler,  especially  when  you  pays  your  money,  wipes  your 
innocent  noses,  and  don't  breathe  on  the  glasses." 

But  although  Mr.  Smalls  did  not,  like  the  Irish  postilion, 
reserve  a  canter  for  the  avenue,  but  drove  up  it  at  a  moderate 
pace,  they  had  arrived  at  the  hall  door  of  the  Woodlands  be- 
fore little  Mr.  Bouncer  had  decided  to  carry  into  effect  any  of 
the  propositions  that  he  had  just  made  to  his  friend.  Yet  he 
realized  the  fact  that  he  had  left  Oxford  and  Brazenface  behind 
him,  and  that  he  had  entered  upon  the  three  months'  enjoy- 
ments of  the  Long  Vacation.  During  the  pleasant  time  of  that 
long  summer  holiday,  he  hoped  to  be  able  to  entertain  his 
friend  Verdant  Green  at  his  own  home  in  Herefordshire. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


LITTLE    MR.    BOUNCER    FORMS    THE    ACQUAINTANCE    OF 
DR.    DUSTACKE. 

THEIR  way  from  the 
Poyntcn  Station  to  the 
Woodlands,  Mr.  Smalls  had 
given  some  particulars  of 
his  family  to  the  friend 
who  "was  going  to  be  his 
father's  guest,  but  who,  as 
yet,  had  only  known  him 
at  Brazenface  as  a  College 
friend.  His  mother  was 
dead  ;  his  elder  brother 
was  in  the  army  ;  a 
younger  one  was  in  the 
merchant  service;  his  eldest 
sister  was  married;  his  younger  sister  and  two  younger 
brothers  were  at  school,  Ind  would  not  be  at  home  for  some 
weeks  to  come.  Except  his  father  and  the  servants,  the 
only  other  inmate  of  the  house,  at  that  time,  was  a  cousin — 
a  son  of  the  Squire's  sister— Thomas  Winstanley  by  name, 
who  had  been  early  left  an  orphan,  and  had  been  adopted  by 
his  uncle,  who  had  educated  him  with  his  own  children. 
Young  Winstanley  was  now  eighteen  years  of  age. 

"It  is  a  very  sad  case,"  said  Mr.  Smalls  to  Mr.  Bouncer, 
as  he  drove  him  from  the  Poynton  Station  to  the  Woodlands ; 
"  he  used  to  be  the  nicest  lad  possible  ;  bright  and  intelligent. 
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But  he  had  a  fever ;  and,  since  then,  softening  of  the  brain, 
or  something  of  that  sort,  has  come  on.  He  is  quite  harmless, 
though  he  is  not  quite  right  in  his  head.  He  fancies  all  sorts 
of  things ;  forgets  his  own  name  ;  thinks  that  he  has  not  been 
at  my  governor's  for  years,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  He  is 


"HASTE  TO  THE  •WOODLANDS.'.' 

very  shy  at  meeting  strangers  ;  and,  perhaps,  will  avoid  you, 
or  not  speak  to  you,  if  you  meet  him.  It  is  but  right  to  tell 
you  this,  in  order  to  put  you  on  your  guard ;  but  you  will 
now  understand  how  matters  are,  if  you  should  meet  poor 
Tom  and  he  should  seem  queer." 
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"Poor  fellow  !  "  said  Mr.  Bouncer.  "I  understand;  and 
I  will  try  not  to  annoy  him." 

Then  they  reached  the  Woodlands  and  had  a  hearty  welcome 
from  Mr.  Smalls,  the  Squire.  "  You  must  kindly  take  us  just 
as  we  are,  Mr.  Bouncer,"  he  said.  "  Circumstances,  unfor- 
tunately, have  prevented  my  asking  friends  to  meet  you.  We 
dine  in  an  hour.  Perhaps  you  would  like  to  see  your 
room  ?"  So,  Mr.  Bouncer  went  upstairs,  under  the  escort  of 
a  man-servant. 

"  How's  poor  Tom  ?  "  asked  young  Mr.  Smalls  of  his  father 
when  they  were  left  alone. 

"  Your  cousin  is  much  worse,"  replied  the  Squire.  "  During 
the  last  week  he  has  developed  fresh  symptoms,  and  seems 
inclined  to  be  unruly.  I  think  it  will  be  needful  to  put  him 
under  restraint  for  a  time,  and  remove  fum  to  some  place 
where  he  can  be  properly  attended  to.  Johnson" — this  was 
their  surgeon's  name — "is  quite  of  that  opinion.  He  says 
that  in  these  mental  diseases  the  very  kindest  and  wisest 
course  to  pursue  is  to  place  the  patient  at  once  under  the 
strictest  medical  surveillance ;  and  that,  in  nine  cases  out  of 
ten,  the  disease,  when  thus  taken  in  time,  can  be  very  greatly 
alleviated,  if  not  wholly  cured.  As  poor  Tom's  guardian,  I, 
of  course,  stand  to  him  in  loco  parentis ;  and  I  am  bound  to 
care  for  him,  as  I  would  do  for  one  of  my  own  children." 

"  Of  course ;  Tom  is  one  of  us,  and  we  all  look  upon  him  as 
a  brother.  What  does  Johnson  advise  ?  " 

"  He  agreed  with  me  that  it  would  be  better  to  refer  poor 
Tom's  case  to  Dr.  Dustacre;  and  I  did  so,"  replied  the 
Squire. 

"  Who  is  Dr.  Dustacre  ?     I  don't  remember  his  name." 

"  No  ;  you  don't  know  him,"  said  the  Squire.  "  But  he  is 
a  medical  man  of  very  much  experience  and  skill  in  mental 
diseases.  I  used  to  know  him,  some  years  ago,  when,  as  a 
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magistrate,  I  had  to  visit  trie  County  Lunatic  Asylum,  oi 
which  he  had  then  the  management.  Since  that  time  he  has 
had  a  private  establishment  at  Fairford,  which  is  very  well 
spoken  of,  and  where  poor  Tom,  if  it  were  needful  for  him  to 
&o  there,  would  find  all  the  home- comforts  that  he  has  been 

•  O  ' 

used  to.  I  have  interchanged  one  or  two  letters  with 
Dr.  Dustacre  on  this  painful  subject,  and  have  suggested  that 
lie  should  come  here  and  see  poor  Tom.  I  daresay  there  will 
be  a  letter  from  him  in  the  morning,  to  make  an  appointment. 
I  am  sorry  that  this  should  occur  at  the  time  of  your  friend's 
visit ;  but  I  hope  that  Mr.  Bouncer  will  not  allow  it  to  inter- 
fere with  any  little  amusement  that  he  may  be  able  to  find  at 
*,he  Woodlands.  Does  he  know  about  poor  Tom  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  as  we  came  along  from  Poynton,  I  told  him  all  that 
it  was  needful  for  him  to  know." 

"  Then,  nothing  more  need  be  said  on  the  subject  in  his 
presence.  It  is  useless  to  obtrude  upon  him  a  painful  family 
business  in  which  he  can  have  no  personal  interest,  and  in 
'which  he  cannot  render  any  aid." 

As  Mr.  Smalls  quite  agreed  with  his  father  on  this  point 
rio  mention  was  made,  that  evening,  to  Mr.  Bouncer,  of  young 
Tom  Winstanley,  who  failed  to  put  in  an  appearance  at 
dinner,  preferring  to  take  that  meal  in  his  own  room,  where 
lie  could  not  be  watched  by  the  eyes  of  a  stranger. 

The  letter-bag  was  not  delivered  at  the  Woodlands  until 
after  breakfast- time.  It  brought,  the  next  morning,  the  ex- 
pected letter  from  Dr.  Dustacre  to  Mr.  Smalls ;  and  stated 
that  he  would  pay  a  visit  to  the  Woodlands  on  that  day,  and 
would  take  a  conveyance  from  the  Poynton  Station,  which  he 
presumed  would  be  his  nearest  point. 

"  So  it  is,"  said  the  Squire,  to  his  son,  as  they  talked 
together  in  the  study,  little  Mr.  Bouncer  not  being  present. 
*'  Geographically  speaking,  Poynton  is  certainly  our  nearest 
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station ;  but  Dr.  Dustacre  is  not  aware  that  no  vehicle  of  any 
description  can  be  obtained  there.  Barham  Station  is  the 
point  that  he  ought  to  make  for.  There  is  nothing  for  it  but 
to  meet  him  at  Poynton.  I  should  think  he  would  be  there 
by  the  twelve-thirty-five  train.  You  had  better  drive  me; 
and  then  we  can  talk  over  matters  with  the  Doctor  without  a 
servant  listening  to  what  we  say.  I  daresay  your  friend, 
Mr.  Bouncer,  will  excuse  our  absence,  and  we  shall  not  be 
away  long." 

Mr.  Smalls  the  younger  therefore  sought  out  his  College 
friend  and  said,  "  My  father  wants  me  to  drive  him  over  to 
the  Poynton  Station  on  a  matter  connected  with  poor  Tom. 
I  hope  you  won't  mind  me  leaving  you  for  two  or  three 
hours.  We  shall  be  back  to  luncheon.1' 

"  Pray  don't  mind  me.  I'll  make  myself  happy,  and  poke 
about,  and  have  a  look  over  the  premises,"  replied  Mr. 
Bouncer. 

So  the  two  Mr.  Smalls,  father  and  son,  drove  off  to  the 
Poynton  Station ;  and  Mr.  Bouncer  lighted  his  pipe,  and  paid 
a  visit  to  Huz  and  Buz,  who  were  delighted  to  see  him,  and 
were  still  further  pleased  when  he  released  them  from  the 
stable  in  which  they  had  been  penned,  and  took  them  with 
him  for  a  stroll  round  the  gardens  and  little  park,  which, 
from  its  fine  and  plentiful  timber,  justified  the  name  of  "  The 
Woodlands"  that  had  been  given  to  the  house.  It  was  a  fine 
summer's  morning,  and  a  quiet  walk  and  meditative  pipe  under 
the  shade  of  the  wide-spreading  trees  was  very  agreeable  to 
Mr.  Bouncer  and  his  canine  pets.  When  he  had  brought  his 
stroll  to  an  end,  and  was  passing  by  the  house,  he  saw  that 
he  was  furtively  watched,  from  the  window  of  the  study,  by 
a  young  man,  whom  he  judged,  and  rightly  so,  to  be  Mr.  Win- 
stanley.  Little  Mr.  Bouncer  thought  to  himself,  "  I  will  go  in 
and  try  to  make  friends  with  him."  But  when  he  had  put 
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Huz  and  Buz  in  their  stable,  and  had  returned  to  the  house, 
he  found  the  study  deserted.  Winstanley  had  seen  him 
coming,  and  had  crept  out  of  doors  into  the  garden  through 
the  open  window. 

The  morning  newspapers  were  on  the  table  ;  so  Mr.  Bouncer 
Concluded  that  he  would  have  a  look  at  them,  and  that,  while 
he  was  doing  so,  young  Winstanley  would  probably  return, 
The  atmosphere  was  warm,  the  chair  was  comfortable,  the 
pipe  that  he  had  been  smoking  had  exercised  a  soothing 
influence,  and  Mr.  Bouncer  found  that  the  Times  leader  on 
the  political  crisis  in  Moldavia  failed  to  convey  to  his  mind 
any  other  feelings  than  those  that  invited  slumber.  He  read 
dreamily  through  the  well-phrased  lines  of  exquisite  English, 
and  had  just  succeeded  in  dismissing  Moldavia  and  its  crisis 
to  the  realms  of  forgetfulness,  when  he  was  roused  from  his 
forty  winks  of  sleep  by  some  one  entering  the  room. 

This  some  one  was  no  other  person  than  Dr.  Dustacre, 
who  shut  the  door  behind  him,  and  made  a  low  bow  to  little 
Mr.  Bouncer. 


CHAPTER  XVII 


LITTLE    MR.    BOUNCER   IS    SOMEWHAT    SURPRISED 
AT   DR.    DUSTACRE. 


DUSTACRE  had  the  aspect  01  a 
bird ;  perhaps  a  raven,  after  its 
metempsychosis,  would  have 
presented  much  the  same  ap- 
pearance. Pythagoras  -Anight 
have  credited  him  to  have 
belonged,  at  some  previous 
stage  of  his  existence,  to  a 
member  of  the  corvine  tribe  ; 
and  even  those  who  did  not 
adopt  the  old  Samian  creed 
may,  in  looking  at  his  strange 
face  and  the  general  solemnity 
of  his  countenance,  have  gazed 
iipon  him  with  a  certain  super- 
stitious awe,  as  though  he  were 
a  bird  of  ill  omen.  Physiolo- 
gists and  phrenologists,  from 
Theophrastus  to  Gall,  Spurz- 
heim,  and  Lavater,  would  have 
±V  '  been  delighted  to  make  their 
observations  on  the  head  and 
face  of  Dr.  Dustacre,  and  to 
have  propounded  their  pet  theories  from  a  superficial  exami- 
nation of  his  nose  and  forehead. 
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The  latter  was  very  high,  and  bald,  coming  almost  to  a 
point  at  the  summit  where  the  skilled  phrenologist  would 
place  the  organ  of  veneration,  which  is  termed,  by  the  un- 
learned and  vulgar,  "  the'  bump  of  benevolence."  If,  there- 
fore, the  disciples  of  Gall  were  correct  in  their  theories,  it  was 
indubitable  that  Dr.  Dustacre  was  a  kind  and  good  man ;  but 
the  peculiar  form  of  his  bald  head  made  it  resemble  the 
polished  egg  of  an  ostrich,  rather  than  the  customary  white 
billiard  ball.  Over  his  ears  was  a  fringe  of  black  hair ;  so 
that  it  was  not  until  he  took  his  hat  from  off  his  head  that 
any  portion  of  its  baldness  was  disclosed  to  view ;  and,  when 
he  put  on  his  hat  again,  it  was  as  though  he  had  covered  the 
ostrich's  egg  with  a  cliapeau  for  the  performance  of  some 
trick  of  jugglery.  A  smaller  fringe  of  black  hair,  in  the 
shape  of  whiskers,  was  carried  straight  down  his  cheeks  and 
continued  under  his  chin,  which  retreated  sharply  from  his 
mouth  and  nose.  This  was  unusually  prominent ;  and,  in 
conjunction  with  the  facial  angle,  greatly  helped  to  give  the 
peculiar  raven-like  aspect  to  his  face.  It  might  be  said  of 
Dr.  Dustacre's  nose  and  face,  as  Wordsworth  wrote  of 
Paulinus : — 

Black  hair,  and  vivid  eye,  and  meagre  cheek, 
His  prominent  feature  like  an  eagle's  beak ; 
A  Man  whose  aspect  doth  at  once  appal 
And  strike  with  reverence. 

• 

His  eyebrows  were  dark  and  shaggy :  his  eyes  bright  and 
piercing,  even  when  seen  through  the  gold-rimmed  glasses- 
that  he  wore  ;  and  his  face  was  spectral  and  colourless.  He 
was  dressed  in  an  entire  suit  of  black ;  wore  a  starched  white 
neckcloth,  and  carried  an  ebony  cane  that  was  tipped  with 
gold. 

Dr.  Dustacre  walked  up  to  the  Woodlands,  past  the  tiny 
lodge,  and  through  the  little,  well-timbered  park ;  and  when 
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lie  came  to  the  front  door  of  Mr.  Smalls'  large  house,  there 
was  the  footman  standing  on  the  steps,  surveying  the  beauties 
of  nature.  Hence  it  happened  that  Dr.  Dustacre  had  no 
occasion  to  ring  the  hall-bell.  To  his  inquiry,  « Is  Mr.  Smalls 
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at  home  ?  "  the  servant  replied  that  his  master  and  young 
master  had  driven  over  to  the  Poynton  Station,  to  meet  a 
gentleman  who  was  expected  to  arrive  by  the  twelve-thirty- 
five  train. 

"Dear  me!"  exclaimed  the  Doctor ;  "this  is  particularly 

i 
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unfortunate;  for  I  am  the  gentleman  whom  they  were  ex- 
pecting to  meet  there.  My  business  here  is  of  a  very  urgent 
nature,  and,  as  I  have  other  important  engagements  to  fulfil,, 
I  am  anxious  to  get  back  to  the  train  with  as  little  loss  of 
time  as  possible. " 

"  Would  you  oblige  me  with  your  name,  sir  ?  "  said  the 
servant.  The  Doctor  handed  him  his  card.  "  Dr.  Dustacre 
is  the  name  of  the  gentleman  that  my  master  has  gone  to 
meet,"  said  the  servant. 

"I  had  intended  to  have  gone  to  the  Poynton  Station," 
said  the  Doctor,  by  way  of  explanation ;  "  but,  at  the  last 
moment,  a  friend  told  me  that  I  should  not  be  able  to  get  any 
carriage  there ;  so,  I  got  out  at  the  Barham  Station,  and  have 
driven  over  from  there.  For  a  particular  reason,  I  have  left 
the  car  at  the  turn  of  the  road  a  short  distance  beyond  the 
lodge.  I  have  to  see  young  Mr.  Winstanley,  and  to  inquire 
professionally  into  his  case.  It  is  important  that  I  should  see 
him  at  once,  and  alone.  Is  he  in  the  house  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir ;  he  is  in  the  study.  Shall  I  show  you  in  to 
him  ?"  asked  the  servant. 

"  No,"  replied  the  Doctor ;  "  I  would  rather  go  in  by 
myself.  It  will  be  better  not  to  announce  me,  or  to  give  my 
name.  Which  is  the  study  ?" 

The  servant  pointed  it  out.  Dr.  Dustacre  crossed  the  hall, 
opened  the  study  door,  shut  it  carefully  behind  him,  made  a 
bow  to  a  youthful-looking  gentleman  who  was  seated  in  a 
comfortable  chair  and  nodding  over  the  Times,  and,  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  found  himself  face  to  face  with  little 
Mr.  Bouncer.  If  either  of  them  had  gone  to  the  open  window 
and  looked  out,  they  might  have  discovered  young  Win- 
stanley, crouched  behind  a  thick  laurel,  ready  prepared  to 
lend  an  attentive  ear  to  their  conversation. 

Dr.  Dustacre  gave  a  keen  look  through  his  gold  mounted 
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spectacles,  and  made  a  rapid,  but  careful,  survey  of  Mr. 
Bouncer's  face  and  expression.  It  was  such  a  look  as  Van 
Amburgh  may  have  bestowed  upon  the  lions  when  he  leaped 
into  their  den,  and  stood  among  them  in  that  picturesque 
dress  which,  at  the  great  Duke  of  Wellington's  desire,  was 
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represented  in  a  famous  picture  by  Sir  Edwin  Landseer. 
But  the  celebrated  lion-tamer  had  a  cast  in  his  eye,  which,  as 
was  alleged,  was  a  part  of  the  secret  of  his  success,  as  it 
enabled  him  to  gaze  upon  two  beasts  at  the  same  time. 
Dr.  Dustacre  had  no  such  obliquity  of  vision,  but  looked 
etraightly  and  fixedly  at  the  object  before  him. 
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Mr.  Bouncer  rose  from  his  easy-chair,  and  silently  returned 
the  silent  bow  of  "the  other.  The  Doctor  took  a  chair  and 
brought  it  to  the  writing-table,  near  to  Mr.  Bouncer,  all  the 
while  making  an  eye-study  of  his  appearance  and  manners. 
It  was  such  a  skilled,  professional  study,  that  it  might  have  ] 
been  called  eye  art.  Mr.  Bouncer  had  again  settled  himself 
in  his  chair,  and  began  to  experience  the  sort  of  sensation 
which  a  bird  is  supposed  to  feel  when  it  is  being  fascinated  by 
a  serpent. 

Thought  the  little  gentleman  to  himself,  "  This  is  a  very 
rummy-looking  cove  !  I  wonder  wrho  he  is,  and  why  he  came 
into  this  room,  without  being  shown  in  by  the  servant.  I 
don't  remember  hearing  the  front-door  bell  ring ;  but  I  half 
suspect  that  I  was  having  forty  winks.  What  a  peculiar- 
looking  old  gentleman  !  who  can  he  be  ?  By  his  togs  he  looks 
like  a  parson ;  white  choker,  black  coat  and  sit-upons.  I 
daresay  he  is  the  rector  of  the  parish,  and  a  great  friend  of 
the  Squire's.  By  the  way,  I  remember  Smalls  telling  me  he 
used  to  read  with  the  rector  two  hours  a  day  This  is  the 
identical  individual,  no  doubt.  I  daresay  he  is  like  a  tame 
cat,  and  comes  in  and  out  as  he  likes.  What  a  skull  the  old 
bald-pate  has  got !  and  how  he  stares  at  me !  '  He  fix'd  me 
with  his  glitt'ring  eye.'  *  He  came,  I  could  not  move,  for  his 
eye  was  upon  me.'  I  wonder,  by  the  way,  why  coves  have 
only  one  eye  in  poetry,  like  Polyphemus  and  those  monoptical 
parties.  This  old  fellow  has  two  eyes  under  his  gig-lamps, 
and  knows  how  to  use  them.  I  wonder  when  the  parson's 
going  to  open  his  lips  and  begin  to  preach?  " 

It  was  at  this  point  in  Mr.  Bouncer's  reverie  that  Dr.  Dust- 
acre  cleared  his  throat,  opened  his  lips,  and  began  to  speak ; 
while  young  Winstanley,  outside  the  window,  listened  to  what 
was  said. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

LITTLE    MR.  BOUNCER   IS    STILL    MORE    SURPRISED  AT    DR.  DUSTACRE. 

OINTING  with  his  gold-headed 
ebony  cane  to  the  copy  of  the 
Times  over  which  Mr.  Bouncer 
had  been  nodding,  Dr.  Dust- 
acre  said,  interrogatively, 
"  Fond  of  reading  ? ;> 

"  That  all  depends  upon 
the  sort  of  reading  that  I  get 
hold  of,"  replied  Mr.  Bouncer, 
as  he  thought  of  the  leading 
article  that  he  had  just  been 
dozing  over,  when  the  sono- 
rous sentences  on  the  political 
crisis  in  Moldavia  had  failed 
to  excite  or  amuse  him.  "A 
good  murder  or  a  daring 
burglary  is  interesting,  so  is 
a  prize-fight,  for  the  matter 
of  that." 

"Do  you  prefer  the  perusal 

of  works  of  modern  fiction  to  the  study  of  classical  authors  ?" 
asked  Dr.  Dustacre. 

"  I  should  rather  think  I  did,"  answered  Mr.  Bouncer, 
heartily,  as  he  thought  to  himself— This  old  bald-pate  is  the 
parson  of  the  parish  who  coached  Smalls.  I  hope  he's  not 
going  to  put  me  through  an  examination,  and  thinks  that, 
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as  I'm  fresh  from  college,  I  ought  to  be  well  np  in  the 
classics. 

"  Yet  the  study  of  classical  authors  is  a  most  improving 
and  healthy  pursuit,"  obs-erved  the  Doctor,  who,  from  the 
sententiousness  of  his  remark  might  have  been  Doctoi 
Johnson  himself. 

"  I  don't  know  about  that — at  least,  in  my  case,"  replied 
Mr.  Bouncer.  "  Pickwick's  more  in  my  line  than  Plautus  ; 
and  I  prefer  Bulwer  to  Virgil  any  day.  But,  I  suppose  I 
haven't  the  brains  for  Greek  and  Latin." 

"Do  you  find  that  the  study  of  dead  languages  affects  your 
brain  in  any  particular  way  ?  "  asked  Dr.  Dustacre. 

"Makes  it  like  pap!"  replied  Mr.  Bouncer,  frankly,  "  or 
else  they  gave  me  too  much  pap  when  I  was  a  baby,  and 
softened  my  brains/' 

"You  were  not  here  when  you  were  a  baby,  I  think?" 
inquired  the  Doctor. 

"  Oh  dear,  no ;  at  that  uninteresting  period  of  my  exist- 
ence I  was  in  another  part  of  England,"  was  Mr.  Bouncer's 
reply. 

"  Though  you  have  been  here,  residing  in  this  house,  many 
years  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no ;  I  have  not." 

"Not  for  the  last  two  years  ? " 

"  Not  for  the  last  two  weeks." 

"  You  were  not  here,  for  example,  last  week  ? "  asked  Dr. 
Dustacre,  continuing  his  examination  of  the  supposed  Mr. 
Winstanley,  while  the  real  Simon  Pure,  crouched  behind  the 
laurel  outside  the  open  window  of  the  study,  listened  to 
every  word  of  the  conversation. 

"Most  decidedly  I  was  not  here  last  week,"  replied  Mr. 
Bouncer. 

"  Then  you  have  not  been  in  the  house  for  some  time  past  ?  " 
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"  Never  set  foot  in  it  till  last  night !  "  said  Mr.  Bouncer,  as 
be  thought — This  old  bald-pate  is  a  very  queer  party;  he 
can't  be,  as  I  imagined,  the  parson  of  the  parish,  or  he  would 
not  ask  such  questions.  Perhaps  he's  some  parson  who  is  on 
a  visit  to  the  Rectory. 

Dr.  Dustacre  nodded  his  head  in  a  Burleigh-like  way,  as 
though  his  examination  had  satisfactorily  determined  one 
point  in  the  case  on  which  his  professional  opinion  had  been 
requested.  "  It  is  as  Mr.  Smalls  wrote  to  me,"  he  said  to 
himself.  "  One  of  the  mental  delusions  of  this  Mr.  Winstanley 
is,  that  he  imagines  that  he  has  not  been  at  the  Woodlands 
for  many  years."  Dr.  Dustacre  then,  as  sailors  say,  went 
on  another  tack.  Meanwhile,  the  Simon  Pure,  who  was 
crouched  behind  the  laurel,  had  a  significant  smile  upon  his 
face  as  he  attentively  listened  to  the  conversation  in  the 
study. 

"  What  a  nice  man  Mr.  Smalls  is — I  mean  the  Squire ! " 
said  the  Doctor. 

"  So  he  seems,"  replied  Mr.  Bouncer. 

"  You  must  be  very  much  attached  to  him  ?  "  pursued  the 
Doctor,  interrogatively. 

"  Me  ?  Why  ? "  asked  Mr.  Bouncer,  with  some  sur- 
prise. 

"  For  all  that  he  has  done  for  you,"  said  the  Doctor. 

"  He  has  done  nothing  for  me,  that  I  am  aware  of,"  said 
Mr.  Bouncer,  "  beyond  giving  me  a  good  dinner  last  night 
and  a  capital  glass  of  port,  and  allowing  his  son  to  invite  me 
here." 

Thought  the  Doctor — This  confirms  what  Mr.  Smalls  told 
me.  This  unfortunate  young  man  imagines  that  his  uncle 
has  done  nothing  for  him.  This  corroborates  what  was 
reported  to  me  concerning  the  second  point  in  his  mental 
delusions.  "  Let  me  see,"  he  added,  aloud,  "  your  name  is 
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— bless  me,  -what  a  bad  memory  I  have ;  your  name  is — what 
is  your  name  ?  " 

Thought  Mr.  Bouncer — He'll  next  ask  me  who  gave  me 
that  name,  and  what  did  my  godfathers  and  godmothers 
then  for  me.  "  I  might  reply ,"  answered  Mr.  Bouncer,  "  if 
I  wished  to  evade  the  question,  that  my  name  is  Norval,  on 
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the  Grampian  hills;  which,  perhaps,  it  might  be,  if  I  had 
ever  been  there.  But,  as  I  don't  care  to  provide  myself  with 
an  alias,  I  may  as  well  confess  that  my  Christian  name  is 
Henry,  and  my  surname  is  Bouncer." 

"  You   think   it's   Bouncer,  eh  ? "   inquired   Dr.  Dustacre, 
looking  at  him   with   a   searching   gaze,   through  his  gold- 
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mounted   spectacles,  and   tapping   his  chair  with  his  gold- 
headed  ebony  cane. 

"  Think  ?  "  echoed  Mr.  Bouncer.  "  Well !  I've  been  known 
by  that  name  as  long  as  I  can  remember  anything."  And 
he  thought  to  himself — Whatever  is  the  old  bald-pate  driving- 
at  ?  he's  a  very  rummy  looking  cove,  and  he  entered  the  room 
very  mysteriously.  I  hope  he's  not  an  escaped  lunatic !  if 
so,  what  shall  I  do  ?  he's  between  me  and  the  door,  so  I  can't, 
get  away  in  that  direction.  Here's  the  window  open  behind 
me  ;  perhaps  I  can  jump  through  that,  like  a  clown  in  a 
pantomime,  if  he  should  get  wild  and  attack  me.  He's  got 
a  formidable-looking  stick  ;  and  I've  nothing  to  defend  myself 
with,  unless  it's  an  ivory  paper-knife.  He's  evidently  very 
eccentric  ;  and  I  shouldn't  wonder  at  his  being  a  lunatic. 
I  suppose  it  will  be  my  best  policy  to  humour  him.  Yes  ;  I'll 
humour  him. 

Meanwhile,  Dr.  Dust-acre  was  thinking — Mr.  Smalls  was 
quite  right.  It  is  another  evidence  of  mental  delusion  on  the- 
part  of  this  unfortunate  young  man  that  he  cannot  remember 
his  own  name. 

And  so  the  conversation  went  on.  Dr.  Dustacre  started 
two  or  three  subjects ;  but,  to  Mr.  Bouncer,  they  appeared  as 
disconnected  as  though  they  were  consecutive  readings  from 
Johnson's  Dictionary,  or  the  medley  news  column  from  a 
provincial  newspaper.  But  the  conversation,  such  as  it  wasy 
was  sufficient  to  confirm  the  two  speakers  in  the  opinions 
that  they  had  mutually  formed  of  each  other. 

Old  bald-pate,  thought  Mr.  Bouncer,  is  certainly  a  most 
eccentric  party,  both  in  his  looks  and  ways.  He  has  evidently 
got  a  tile  off.  By  which  phrase  the  little  gentleman  meant 
that  his  temporary  companion  was,  to  a  certain  degree,  non- 
compos  mentis.  Though  Mr.  Bouncer  would  have  been 
greatly  astounded  could  he  have  known  that  the  bald-headed 
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individual  with  a  skull  like  the  egg  of  an  ostrich,  who  was 
seated  before  him,  had  arrived  at  a  like  conclusion  regarding 
himself;  and  he  would  have  been  even  more  surprised  if  he 
had  been  told  that  the  mysterious  visitor  to  the  Woodlands 
was  about  to  act  upon  that  conclusion. 

"  Perhaps  you  would  not  mind  walking  with  me  to  the 
gate  ? "  asked  Dr.  Dustacre,  as  he  rose  from  his  seat,  and 
gave  evidence  that  he  had  brought  the  interview  to  an  end, 
and  was  about  to  quit  the  house,  and  imitate  the  juggling 
trick  of  covering  the  ostrich's  egg  with  his  hat. 

"  Oh  dear,  no  !  I  shall  be  grattered  and  flatified — that  is 
to  say,  flattered  and  gratified,"  replied  Mr.  Bouncer.  And  he 
thought  to  himself — It  will  be  quite  as  well  for  me  to  see  old 
bald-pate  off  the  premises.  If  poor  Tom  Winstanley  should 
meet  him,  and  get  into  conversation  with  such  an  eccentricity, 
it  might  make  him  as  mad  as  a  hatter,  and  do  poor  Tom  a 
great  deal  of  harm.  So  it  will  be  best  for  me  to  take  charge 
of  bald-pate,  and  see  him  safe  to  the  Rectory,  or  wherever  he 
may  be  hanging  out. 

As  Dr.  Dustacre  and  Mr.  Bouncer  passed  through  the  hall, 
the  latter,  while  getting  his  hat,  might  have  been  observed  to 
select  from  the  umbrella-stand  the  thickest  walking-stick  that 
was  in  Mr.  Smalls'  collection.  Armed  with  this  cudgel,  he 
walked  forth  boldly  with  his  companion,  and  accompanied 
him  down  the  drive  that  led  from  the  house  to  the  lodge. 
There  was  no  fear  of  young  Winstanley  meeting  them  ; 
though  he  curiously  watched  their  movements  from  behind 
a  safe  covert  of  shrubs  and  trees. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

LITTLE   MR.    BOUNCER   IS    TAKEN   CAPTIVE    BY   DR.    DUSTACRE. 

ATCHING  them  from  behind 
the  safe  concealment  of  dense 
laurels  and  tree-stems,  young 
Winstanley  saw  Dr.  Dustacre 
and  little  Mr.  Bouncer  walk- 
ing from  the  house  down  the 
carriage- drive  that  led  to  the 
lodge ;  and  he  chuckled  to 
himself  at  the  thought  how 
very  much  those  two  persons 
were  deceived  with  each  other. 
They  had  turned  their  backs 
on  the  real  Simon  Pure  and 
were  the  mutual  victims  of  a 
mistake,  which,  however  ludi- 
crous in  its  elements,  was 
becoming  a  very  serious  mat- 
ter to  each  of  them. 

Mr.  Bouncer  was  still  firm 
to  his  purpose  of  keeping  his 

eccentric  friend  in  good  humour  until  he  had  seen  him  safe  off 
the  premises  or  housed  at  the  Rectory,  from  whence  he 
thought  it  highly  probable  that  he  had  come  to  call  at  the 
Woodlands.  By  way,  therefore,  of  starting  a  conversation 
that  would  be  agreeable  to  the  gentleman — whom,  from  his 
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costume,  he  presumed  to  be  a  clergyman — he  asked  him  if 
there  were  many  fine  churches  in  that  neighbourhood  ? 

"  I  really  don't  know,"  replied  his  companion.  "  You  ought 
to  be  better  acquainted  with  this  part  of  the  country  than  I 
am." 

"  But  I  never  saw  it  till  yesterday;  and,  from  what  you  say, 
I  suppose  this  is  your  first  visit  to  these  parts  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Bouncer  in  his  turn  being  the  interrogator. 

"  To  this  particular  parish  it  is  ;  though  I  know  other  parts 
of  the  county  at  no  great  distance  from  here,"  was  the  answer. 

"  Are  you  staying  at  the  Rectory  ?"  asked  Mr.  Bouncer, 
boldly. 

"No;  why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

"  Curiosity,  I  suppose.     Excuse  my  impertinence." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  think  it  impertinent.  On  the  contrary,  I 
think  it  pertinent,"  said  Dr.  Dustacre  with  a  laugh.  Though 
he  thought  to  himself — This  poor  young  Winstanley  is  very 
shrewd ;  although  his  hallucination  as  to  his  not  having  been 
here  for  many  years  would  appear  to  be  firmly  fixed  in  his 
mind. 

At  the  same  moment  these  thoughts  were  chasing  each 
other  through  Mr.  Bouncer's  brain — I  hope  the  old  bald-pate 
is  not  going  to  cut  up  rough.  I  wonder  where  he's  hanging 
out  ?  Perhaps  he's  a  parson,  from  some  neighbouring  parish, 
come  to  solicit  a  subscription  from  the  Squire.  Or  he  may 
be  a  deputation  from  some  Parent  Society,  out  on  the  loose, 
and  wanting  to  hold  a  missionary  meeting,  or  something  of 
that  sort.  Having  this  impression  on  his  mind,  he  firmly 
grasped  his  thick  walking-stick  as  he  thought — I  must  humour 
the  old  bald-pate  and  keep  him  civil :  it  is  lucky  that  I  have 
taken  him  out  of  Winstanley's  way,  for  he  might  have  alarmed 
'the  poor  fellow  and  done  mischief.  Mr.  Bouncer  said,  "  Are 
you  fond  of  missionary  meetings,  sir  ?  " 
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Thought  the  Doctor  to  himself — How  his  mind  wanders  ! 
I  must  humour  him  by  answering  his  questions.  "  Well,  I 
don't  profess  to  any  overweening  attachment  for  them.  I 
think  that  we  ought  to  be  able  to  do  without  them ;  but  I 
suppose  they  are  necessary  in  our  imperfect  state  of  exist- 
ence." 

Little  Mr.  Bouncer  thought  to  himself — Sold  again  !  If  he's 
a  parson,  he's  not  a  deputation. 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  tiny  lodge.  Mr. 
Bouncer  held  open  the  drive-gate,  and  signified  by  his  action 
that  he  would  there  take  leave  of  his  companion ;  who,  how- 
ever, said  to  him,  "  Do  you  mind  giving  me  the  pleasure  of  your 
company  just  a  little  way  along  the  road  ?  " 

Mr.  Bouncer  replied,  "  Certainly,  if  you  wish  it."  But  lie 
thought — The  woman  at  the  lodge  would  not  be  of  much  use, 
except  for  screaming ;  and  I  don't  know  what  excuse  I  could 
make  for  calling  her.  I  only  wish  I'd  time  to  let  Huz  and 
Buz  loose ;  they  would  have  been  some  protection  in  case  of 
accident,  and  would  have  worried  the  old  bald-pate's  panta- 
loons if  he  took  it  in  his  head  to  turn  obstreperous.  He's  the 
rummiest  parson  that  I've  met  for  many  a  day. 

So  Dr.  Dustacre  and  Mr.  Bouncer,  turning  their  backs  on 
the  tiny  lodge,  walked  along  the  road  by  the  skirts  of  a 
plantation  that  marked  the  boundary  of  Mr.  Smalls'  pictu- 
resque little  park.  In  the  plantation  was  a  thick  undergrowth 
of  evergreens — laurel,  box,  and  berberis — specially  planted  for 
the  encouragement  of  the  Squire's  pheasants ;  and,  stealing 
through  these  shrubs,  young  Winstanley  might  have  been 
seen  curiously  watching  the  movements  of  Mr.  Bouncer  and  his 
companion,  while  the  dense  thicket  and  its  umbrage  prevented 
him  from  being  observed  from  the  road.  At  the  end  of  the 
plantation  the  road  from  the  lodge  came  at  right  angles  into 
another  road  j  and,  when  the  two  temporary  companions  had 
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toned  the  sharp  corner,  they  saw  a  one-horse  car  pulled  np 
by  the  side  of  the  road  with  the  horse's  head  in  the  direction 
that  led  to  Poynton  and  Barham.  The  driver  was  in  his  place 
on  the  box,  and  a  commonly  dressed  and  powerfully  built  man 
was  standing  in  the  road,  waiting  by  the  side  of  the  car.  The 
road  was  much  shaded  by  some  tall  trees,  whose  thick  foliage 
made  a  screen  on  either  side ;  and  there  was  no  farm-house  or 
cottage  to  be  seen. 

"  This  is  my  conveyance,'1  said  Dr.  Dustacre.  "  Perhaps 
you'll  take  a  little  drive  with  me  ?  " 

"  Well,  if  it's  the  same  to  you,  I'd  rather  not,"  replied  Mr. 
Bouncer.  "  You  see  I'm  expecting  my  friend  and  pitcher — I 
mean  my  friend  and  host — back  to  luncheon." 

"  Oh,"  said  the  Doctor,  with  a  winning  smile,  bright  as  his 
own  gold-mounted  spectacles,  "  I  am  sure  that  Mr.  Smalls, 
who  is  also  a  friend  of  mine,  will  readily  excuse  you,  especially 
when  he  knows  that  you  are  in  my  company.  So  pray  ob- 
lige me  by  getting  into  this  car." 

But  little  Mr.  Bouncer  could  not  see  why  the  elder  Mr, 
Smalls  should  be  pleased  at  this  act  of  elopement  from  the 
luncheon  at  which  he  had  promised  to  be  present ;  nor  could 
he  imagine  what  motive  should  constrain  the  mysterious  in- 
dividual in  clerical  dress,  and  with  the  bald  head  and  hooked 
nose  and  gold-rimmed  spectacles,  to  desire  his  company. 
And,  for  his  own  part,  as  he  entertained  very  strong  suspi- 
cions that,  as  he  mentally  expressed  it — The  old  bald-pate  had 
a  tile  off  or  a  screw  loose  somewhere — he  had  considerable 
scruples  for  not  desiring  to  take  a  country  drive  with  him, 
immured  in  the  narrowed  limits  of  a  car.  The  presence  of  a 
third  person  would  not  be  altogether  reassuring,  even  though 
he  should  prove  to  be  a  keeper  from  a  lunatic  asylum.  For 
Mr.  Bouncer  thought — Is  it  possible  that  this  old  bald-pate 
had  got  away  from  this  square-shouldered  resolute  looking 
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party  ?  If  so,  perhaps  I  had  better  humour  him  a  Kttle  to 
prevent  an  outbreak. 

These  thoughts  coursed  rapidly  through  Mr.  Bouncer's 
mind  as  the  Doctor  said,  "  Pray  oblige  me  by  accompanying 
me  for  a  short  drive !  allow  me  to  help  you  !  "  and,  taking  him 
by  the  arm  and  using  some  little  strength,  he  forced,  rather 
than  guided,  Mr.  Bouncer  to  the  car,  the  door  of  which  was 
held  open  by  the  broad-shouldered  man.  Cabby,  on  the  box, 
was  regarding  the  scene  with  an  unconcealed  grin.  Young* 
Winstanley  was  also  looking  on  from  his  covert  of  shrubs  and 
trees,  with  a  cunning  smile  on  his  face. 

"  After  you  !  you  get  in  first !  "  said  Mr.  Bouncer,  taking 
the  opportunity  to  tip  an  expressive  wink  to  the  broad-shoul- 
dered man,  as  though  to  say — If  he  can  be  got  safely  in,  then 
you  can  see  to  him,  and  I  can  go  about  my  business. 

"  Oh,  no  !  "  said  the  Doctor  politely ;  "  I  could  not  think  of 
it.  You  get  in  first,  and  I  will  follow  you." 

It  struck  Mr.  Bouncer  that  the  broad-shouldered  indivi- 
dual had  neither  reciprocated  his  wink,  nor  made  any  move- 
ment towards  assisting  the  old  bald-pate  into  the  car.  He 
began  to  be  suspicious.  "  Now,  what  do  you  want  me  to  be 
up  to  ?  "  he  added,  as  he  grasped  his  stick ;  "  and  where  do 
you  want  me  to  go,  and  why  ?  I'm  generally  game  for  any- 
thing, from  pitch-and-toss  to  manslaughter ;  but  I  like  to  know 
the  programme." 

"  It  is  a  pleasant  day  for  a  country  drive,"  said  the  Doctor 
in  his  blandest  tones ;  "  and  I  only  want  you  to  be  good  enough 
to  take  an  agreeable  little  excursion  with  me.  Pray  be 
calm ! " 

"  Calm  !  "  echoed  Mr.  Bouncer.  "  I'm  as  calm  as  a  duck- 
pond.  It's  you  that  are  putting  yourself  about.  I  don't  want 
to  take  a  drive,  because  I've  other  fish  to  fry ;  so  I  wish  you 
good  morning." 
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"  Oh,  don't  go  !  "  pleaded  the  Doctor,  but  in  a  very  polite 
way;  "  do  oblige  me  by  getting  into  the  car." 

•"  Flatly,  I  won't !  "  said  Mr.  Bouncer ;  and  he  meant  what 
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he  said,  and  he  looked  as  though  he  meant  it.     That  was  quite 
enough  for  Dr.  Dustacre. 

"  Brand  !  "  said  the  Doctor  quietly  to  the  broad-shouldered 
man,  «  don't  use  more  force  than  is  necessary." 
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Little  Mr.  Bouncer  could  never  exactly  tell  how  it  was  done, 
for  it  was  done  so  quickly  and  expertly ;  but,  by  a  rapid  flank 
movement,  just  as  Mr.  Bouncer  was  turning  away,  lie  was 
seized  from  behind  by  the  individual  addressed  as  Brand,  who 
held  him  by  his  arms  in  such  a  way  that  the  little  gentleman 
was  powerless,  either  to  use  his  stick,  or  to  show  fight.  He 
struggled  and  kicked  ;  but  it  was  all  in  vain ;  and,  in  another 
moment,  he  felt  himself  hoisted  into  the  car* 


CHAPTER  XX 

LITTLE  MR.  BOUNCER  IS  GRATIFIED  TO'  FIND  THAT  DR.  DUSTACRE 
HAS  MADE  A  SLIGHT  MISTAKE. 

TRUGGLING-  and  kicking, 
and  with,  his  hat  knocked 
off,  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  utter- 
ing a  few  powerful  Saxon 
expletives,  was  forced  into 
the  car.  By  compulsion  he 
was  hoisted  thereinto  by  the 
burly,  broad-shouldered  indi- 
vidual who  had  been  ad- 
dressed by  the  name  of  Brand, 
and  who  quickly  followed 
Mr.  Bouncer,  and  took  a  seat 
opposite  to  him.  The  clerical- 
looking  gentleman,  with  the 
raven-beaked  nose  and  gold- 
mounted  spectacles,  nimbly 
jumped  in  after  them,  shut  to 
the  door,  popped  his  head 
through  the  window,  cried  "  All  right !  drive  on !  lose  no 
time  !  "  and  then,  turning  to  Mr.  Bouncer,  by  the  side  of 
whom  he  had  seated  himself,  said,  in  the  most  affable  manner, 
"  Excuse  my  apparent  rudeness  ;  but  I  am  so  very  anxious 
to  have  the  pleasure  of  your  company ;  and  this  is  a  lovely 
day  for  a  drive.  How  beautiful  the  play  of  light  and  shade 
is  on  the  side  of  that  wood  !  " 

But  Mr.  Bouncer  sulkily  replied,  "  Bother  the  play  of  light 
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and  shade  !  I  want  to  know  what's  the  meaning  of  all  this, 
and  what  game  you  chaps  are  up  to." 

"Pray  don't  agitate  yourself,"  said  the  gentleman  in 
spectacles  ;  "  it  is  only  a  drive  to  do  you  good/' 

But  Mr.  Bouncer  could  not  see  the  transaction  in  this  li^ht, 

o      ' 

and  did  not  approve  of  being  rapidly  whirled  away,  a  captive 
in  the  old  bald-pate's  car,  sitting  knee  to  knee  with  a  burly 
individual  who  appeared  to  be  prepared  to  pounce  upon  him 
if  he  gave  the  slightest  evidence  of  attempting  resistance  or 
escape.  What  would  the  three  inmates  of  the  car  have  felt, 
or  said,  had  they  known  that  young  Mr.  Winstanley  had 
watched  the  whole  scene  of  Mr.  Bouncer's  abduction, 
and,  from  his  covert  of  shrubs  in  the  plantation,  was,  even 
then,  chuckling  with  joy  as  he  gazed  upon  the  lessening 
shape  of  the  four-wheeled  chaise  as  it  grew  smaller  in  the 
distance,  until  a  bend  in  the  road  removed  it  out  of  sight! 
When  he  had  witnessed  this,  young  Winstanley  executed  a 
species  of  wild  fandango,  as  a  pas  cVextase,  expressive  of  his 
unbounded  satisfaction  at  what  he  had  seen  ;  and  then  leaving 
the  covert  of  the  box  and  berberis  and  laurels  that  composed 
the  undergrowth  of  the  plantation,  calmed  his  outward 
deportment  to  its  ordinary  seeming,  and  returned,  placidly, 
across  the  small  park  to  the  Woodlands. 

When  he  got  there,  he  said  to  the  footman,  "  Has  the 
gentleman  gone  ?  " 

"  Dr.  Dustacre,  sir  ?  " 

Young  Winstanley  nodded  an  affirmative. 

"Yes,  sir;  he  let  himself  out,  sir.  Leastways,  I  suppose 
Mr.  Bouncer  let  him  out ;  for  I  saw  them  walking  towards 
the  lodge  together.  That  was  more  than  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  ago." 

"  Then  Mr.  Bouncer  is  not  in  the  house  now  ?  " 

" No,  sir;   he  has  not  yet  returned." 
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"  I  think  I  should  like  to  see  him  when  he  comes  in :  I 
shall  be  in  the  study.  Perhaps  you  will  send  him  to  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

Whereupon  young  Winstanley,  who  had  looked  quite  grave 
during  the  brief  colloquy,  walked  into  the  study,  shut  the 
door,  and  then,  throwing  himself  into  the  easy  chair  in  which 
Mr.  Bouncer  had  sat  during  his  interview  with  Dr.  Dustacre, 
burst  into  laughter,  which  was  none  the  less  hearty  because  it 
was  noiseless. 

While  Simon  Pure  was  thus  enjoying  his  brief  time  of 
victory,  his  innocent  victim  was  being  whirled  on  in  the  four- 
wheeled  chaise  to  the  Burham  Station,  sitting  in  uncomfort- 
able proximity  to  the  burly,  broad-shouldered  individual  who 
had  hoisted  him,  by  main  force,  into  the  vehicle.  When  Mr. 
Bouncer  was  enabled  to  look  at  this  person  more  closely,  it 
struck  him  that,  both  in  appearance  and  costume,  he  was  very 
like  a  bailiff.  Now,  the  only  bailiff  with  whom  the  little 
gentleman  had  any  sort  of  an  acquaintance,  was  Dibbs,  his 
own  farm-bailiff  in  Herefordshire.  But  Dibbs,  although  he 
was  burly,  and  had  broad  shoulders,  conveyed  to  the  specta- 
tor's mind  a  very  different  impression  to  that  left  upon  it  by 
a  survey  of  the  individual  who  was  now  Mr.  Bouncer's  vis-d- 
vis.  This  person  seemed  to  belong  to  the  class  of  obnoxious 
people  who  tap  impecunious  gentlemen  on  their  shoulders, 
and  show  them  slips  of  paper  in  which  the  name  of  her 
Majesty  is  brought  forward  in  an  unpleasant  manner.  Mr. 
Bouncer  had  a  general  idea  of  this  particular  kind  of  bailiff, 
whose  official  duty  it  is  to  arrest  debtors ;  but,  happily,  he 
had  not  hitnerto  formed  their  acquaintance.  Perhaps  that 
uncomfortable  experience  (so  it  struck  him)  was  now  to 
be  his. 

It  is  said  that  drowning  men  can  review  the  deeds  of  a 
lifetime  in  a  minute,  and  that,  in  a  few  moments  of  acute 
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danger,  the  actions  of  many  years  pass  swiftly  through,  the 
brain,  as  though  made  visible  in  a  rapidly  rolled  out  pano- 
rama. Certainly  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  in  less  time  than  it 
would  have  taken  to  utter  the  words,  thought  to  himself — or, 
as  he  phrased  it,  "  deeply  pondering,  like  those  old  classical 
Greek  parties," — that  certain  events  in  his  college  career 
might  be  turned  against  him  in  an  unpleasant  manner. 
Glancing  mentally  at  these,  as  he  looked  into  the  face  of  the 
burly,  broad-shouldered  individual,  he  said  to  himself — I 
know  that  I  have  a  great  amount  of  ticks — a  fearful  lot  I'm 
afraid ;  but  I've  never  been  pressed  for  them,  and  I  had  no 
fear  of  running  a  horrid  mucker.  Yet  I  seem  to  be  in  Queer 
Street.  Is  this  old  bald-pate  some  species  of  attorney  ?  They 
often  wear  black  togs  and  white  chokers.  If  so,  he  has  got 
his  bailiff  in  attendance,  and  has,  perhaps,  come  to  arrest  me, 
and  carry  me  off  to  the  limbo  of  a  debtor's  prison.  If  that's 
their  game,  although  they  are  two  to  one,  I  must  show  fight, 
and  demand  an  explanation.  I  am  not  going  to  be  pulled  up 
without  a  struggle. 

These  thoughts  rapidly  coursed  through  Mr.  Bouncer's 
brain  ;  and,  acting  upon  the  idea  that  they  conveyed  to  him, 
that  he  was  being  arrested  "for  unpaid  debts,  and  was  being 
clandestinely  conveyed  to  a  sponging-house,  of  which  his  two 
companions  were,  respectively,  the  proprietor  and  gaoler,  he 
turned  to  the  bald-pated  gentleman,  and  asked,  "  Do  I  owe 
you  any  money  ?  " 

"  Owe  me  money  ?  "  repeated  Dr.  Dustacre. 

"Yes,"  replied  Mr.  Bouncer;  "  owe  money.  You  know 
what  owing  money  means,  don't  you  ?  Have  you  any  ticks 
in  my  name ;  because,  if  so,  you  had  better  say  so  at  once. 
I  can  refer  you  to  Stump  and  E/owdy,  my  bankers ;  and,  I 
daresay,  they'll  soon  make  it  all  square  with  you/' 

Thought  the  Doctor — Poor  young  man  !  his  head  wanders 
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sadly!     Bat  he  replied,  "Pray  do  not  agitate  yourself,  my 
dear  young  friend." 

"Oh,"  said  Mr.  Bouncer,  with  scorn,  "you  needn't  come 
the  clear  young  friend  dodge  with  me  !  1  daresay  you  get 
your  fifty  per  cent. ;  and,  no  doubt,  you  propose  to  take  half 
of  it  out  in  bad  pictures  and  worse  claret !  If  you  want  me 
to  fork  out  for  anything  that  you've  got  against  me,  I  daresay 
Stump  and  Rowdy  can  find  the  cash,  without  my  having  to 
go  to  the  Jews  for  it."  Little  Mr.  Bouncer  put  in  this  home- 
thrust,  because,  in  connection  with  the  ideas  to  which  he  was 
giving  expression,  it  suddenly  occurred  to  him  that  his  un- 
known bald-pated  companion,  with  the  very  prominent  nose, 
had  something  of  the  Hebrew  in  his  countenance. 

Dr.  Dustacre  was  about  to  reply,  as  best  he  might,  to  Mr. 
Bouncer's  observation,  when  there  clattered  past  them  a  mail- 
phaeton  and  pair,  driven  by  a  young  gentleman,  beside  whom 
an  older  gentleman  was  seated.  Mr.  Bouncer  spied  them  at 
once,  and  quickly  thrusting  his  head  out  of  the  window,, 
before  the  broad-shouldered  man  could  prevent  the  act, 
shouted,  lustily,  "  Hoi !  Smalls  !  stop  !  pull  up  !  Bouncer  I 
prisoner !  "  He  was  unable  to  say  more  that  was  audible  to 
the  occupants  of  the  mail-phaeton,  as  the  burly  individual 
who  had  been  addressed  as  Brand  forcibly  pulled  him  back 
to  his  seat. 

But  both  the  Mr.  Smalls  had  recognized  his  voice,  and  the 
mail-phaeton  had  been  at  once  pulled  up ;  while  Mr.  Smalls, 
in  his  turn,  stood  up,  and  shouted  to  the  cab-driver,  "  Stop  I 
there  is  some  mistake  !  " 

At  the  same  moment,  Dr.  Dustacre  had  put  his  head  out  of 
the  window  of  the  chaise,  and,  with  his  gold-headed  ebony 
cane,  had  tapped  the  driver  on  his  arm,  and  told  him  to  pull 
up.  "  I  fear,"  said  the  Doctor,  turning  to  Mr.  Bouncei^ 
"  that  there  is  a  slight  mistake." 
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"  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  of  it,  old  cock,"  replied 
the  little  gentleman. 

As  soon  as  Dr.  Dustacre  had  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that 
there  must  be  a  slight  mistake,  the  end  had  virtually  arrived 
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of  what  Peter  Quince  would  have  called  "  the  most  lamentable 
comedy,"  or  of  what  old  Polonius  would  have  termed  the 
"tragical-comical"  piece,  that  had  been  unconsciously 
enacted,  with  little  Mr.  Bouncer  and  the  Doctor  for  the 
two  chief  performers.  Mr.  Smalls  was  the  deus  ex  machind, 
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whose  arrival  on  the  scene  released  the  hero  of  the  piece  from 
the  predicament  in  which  he  had  so  unexpectedly  been  placed, 
and  the  denouement  had  now  been  reached  when  the  principal 
characters  must  say  a  few  words  before  they  are  hidden  by 
the  fall  of  the  curtain. 

The  younger  Mr.  Smalls  had  pulled  up  wheeled  round  his 
pair  of  horses,  and  reined  them  in  by  the  side  of  the  chaise. 
He  was  the  first  to  speak,  and  his  words  broke  the  spell  that 
had  held  Dr.  Dustacre  enthralled.  "  Hallo,  Bouncer  !  who'd 
have  thought  of  seeing  you  ?  Where  are  you  off  to  ?  " 

"  That's  just  what  I  want  to  know  !  These  two  people 
seem  to  have  taken  a  fancy  to  me.  Whether  it's  kidnapping 
or  imprisonment  I  shall  be  glad  to  be  told." 

While  these  words  were  being  uttered  by  little  Mr.  Bouncer, 
whose  head  appeared  at  that  window  of  the  chaise  which  was 
nearest  to  the  mail-phaeton,  Dr.  Dustacre  had  let  himself  out 
at  the  opposite  door,  and  had  gone  round  to  the  elder 
Mr.  Smalls,  with  whom  he  exchanged  a  few  words  that  were 
abundantly  sufficient  to  clear  up  the  mistake  under  which 
he  lay.  He  advanced  to  the  side  of  the  chaise  at  wrhich 
Mr.  Bouncer's  head  appeared,  made  the  little  gentleman  a 
most  profound  bow,  opened  the  chaise  door  for  him  to  step 
out,  and  said,  "  Mr.  Bouncer,  I  ought  to  have  believed  yon 
when  you  told  me  your  name ;  but  I  construed  your  words  to 
mean  what,  in  vulgar  parlance,  is  called  '  a  bouncer  ; '  and  J 
thought  that  you  were  purposely  deceiving  me.  I  owe  you 
more  apologies  than  I  can  express,  and  I  know  not  how 
sufficiently  to  ask  your  pardon.  Through  a  series  of  miscon- 
ceptions, I  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  you  were  the  young 
Mr.  Winstanley  whom  Mr.  Smalls  is  entrusting,  for  a  time, 
to  my  care  as  a  patient ;  and,  in  point  of  fact,  I  was  escorting 
you  to  my  house  for  that  purpose.  I  beg  you  ten  thousand 
pardons  for  the  mistake  I  have  so  stupidly  made,  and  also  for 
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any  inconvenience  to  which  I  may  have  put  you.  Any  repa- 
ration that  I  can  make,  or  any  apology  that  you  think  fit  to 
require,  shall  be  most  cheerfully  proffered  to  you." 

Little  Mr.  Bouncer  cut  short  the  Doctor's  speech  by 
laughter  that  could  not  be  controlled.  He  was  not  only 
the  essence  of  goodnature,  but  was  also  keenly  alive  to  a 
joke ;  and  the  absurdity  of  the  scene  through  which  he  had 
passed  was  too  much  for  his  feelings,  as  he  thought  how  he 
and  the  Doctor  had  been  mutually  deceived.  The  sight  of 
the  Doctor  standing  bowing  to  him  and  revealing  glimpses  of 
his  bald  ostrich-egg-looking  head,  and  then  covering  it  up 
again  with  his  hat,  as  though  he  were  performing  a  juggling 
trick,  moved  Mr.  Bouncer's  risible  faculties.  "  It's  as  good 
as  a  play,"  he  managed  to  say,  between  his  bursts  of  laughter; 
"  the  richest  thing  I've  known  for  a  long  time !  Forgive 
you  ?  Of  course  I  do,  sir !  You've  got  the  worst  of  the 
joke,  I  think;  for  you've  had  all  your  trouble  for  nothing. 
I'm  quite  right,  and  have  no  need  to  be  your  patient. 
Though,  perhaps,  I'm  not  quite  as  wise  as  a  judge,  yet  I'm 
thankful  to  say  that  I've  my  wits  about  me,  and  have  not 
got  a  tile  off;  or,  as  they  say  down  in  my  part  of  the  country 
— I've  got  all  my  buttons  on,  and  they're  all  shanked." 

Mr.  Bouncer's  laughter  was  infectious.  Mr.  Smalls  and 
his  son  joined  in  it ;  the  cabman  grinned ;  the  broad-shoul- 
dered Brand  chuckled  ;  and  even  the  solemn  bird-like  face  of 
Dr.  Dustacre  was  transiently  lit  up  by  a  wan  smile.  He 
murmured  profuse  thanks,  and  then  conferred  with  the 
Squire.  His  going  on  to  Barham  to  meet  the  train  by  which 
he  had  desired  to  return,  was  now  out  of  the  question.  He 
must  go  back  to  the  Woodlands  and  there  see  the  real  Simon 
Pure ;  and,  if  it  should  be  found  needful,  take  him  to 
Barham  by  a  later  train.  This  plan  was,  therefore,  adopted. 
The  broad-shouldered  Brand  mounted  the  driving-seat  of  the 
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clmise,  into  which  the  Squire  and  Dr.  Dustacre  entered,  in 
order  to  talk  over  young  Winstanley's  case ;  while  little 
Mr.  Bouncer  and  his  friend  Mr.  Smalls  drove  back  in  the 
mail-phaeton,  Mr.  Bouncer  giving  his  friend  a  graphic  de- 
scription of  the  scene  that  had  occurred,  and  the  impressions 
he  had  received  during  his  interview  and  walk  and  drive  with 
"  the  old  bald-pate."  "  I  think,"  added  Mr.  Bouncer,  "  that 
he  began  to  be  afraid  I  should  pull  him  up  for  assault  and 
battery.  If  so,  the  old  cove  has  had  a  greater  fright  from  me 
than  I  had  from  him.  So,  it's  about  square  between  us." 

Luncheon  followed  their  arrival  at  the  Woodlands,  and  the 
Squire  contrived  that  his  nephew,  Tom  Winstanley,  should 
not  escape  from  an  interview  with  the  Doctor.  The  result  of 
that  interview  was,  that  it  was  deemed  expedient  to  place  the 
Squire's  nephew,  for  a  period,  under  the  Doctor's  care  ;  and, 
by  four  o'clock,  the  chaise  was  again  at  the  door,  and  Will- 
Stanley  was  the  companion  of  Dr.  Dustacre  and  Brand,  to 
meet  the  five  o'clock  train  at  Barham.  He  went  quite  will- 
ingly ;  and,  as  we  shall  not  again  meet  with  him  in  this 
history,  it  may  here  be  said,  that,  under  the  Doctor's  skilful 
care  and  judicious  treatment,  he  returned  to  the  Woodlands, 
perfectly  restored  to  health,  in  time  to  see  his  cousin  before 
he  went  back  to  Oxford  at  the  end  of  the  Long  Vacation. 

The  Squire  was  very  pleased  with  Mr.  Bouncer.  As  they 
sat  together,  after  dinner,  he  said,  "  You  let  the  Doctor  off 
lightly.  You  might,  as  you  say,  have  had  him  up  for  assault 
and  battery ;  though  it  would  have  been  rather  awkward  for 
me,  if  you  had  asked  me,  as  a  magistrate,  to  grant  the 
warrant." 

"  I'll  warrant  you  wouldn't  have  granted  it,  if  I  had  asked 
for  it,"  said  Mr.  Bouncer. 

So  this  episode  m  Mr.  Bouncer's  life  ended  with  a  laugh, 
and  was  treated  as  a  joke. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


LITTLE    MR.    BOUNCER   JOINS    IN   A  VERY   PECULIAR    PIC-NIC. 


up  the  next  morning, 
and  reviewing  the  events  of 
the  preceding  day,  little  Mr. 
Bouncer  was  gratified  to  find 
•  that  the  bright  June  sun  was 
shining  down  upon  him  at 
the  Woodlands,  and  was  not 
streaming  into  a  bedroom  oc- 
cupied by  him  in  Dr.  Dust- 
acie's  house.  During  the  day,  he  and  his  friend  Mr  Smalls 
had  a  gallop  over  the  Squire's  estate,  accompanied  by  Huz 
and  Buz,  who  enjoyed  themselves  with  a  famous  rat-hunt  in 
the  farmyard  of  one  of  the  Squire's  tenants,  where  Mr.  Smalls 
and  Mr.  Bouncer  put  up  their  horses,  stopped  to  have  a  glass 
of  ale  and  a  smoke,  and  to  make  a  critical  survey  of  certain 
fat  oxen  and  pigs  that  were  expected  to  cover  themselves  with 
glory  and  prize  medals  at  the  next  meeting  of  the  County 
Agricultural  Society.  Then  they  cantered  back  again  to  the 
Woodlands,  across  fields  and  through  woods  and  plantations, 
where  Huz  and  Buz  were  temporarily  demoralised  by  the 
sudden  up-springing  of  hares  and  the  scuttling  of  rabbits  in 
and  out  of  their  holes.  The  rector  of  the  parish  dined  at  the 
Woodlands  that  evening,  and  little  thought  how  he  had  been 
taken  by  Mr.  Bouncer  for  Dr.  Dustacre. 

From  that  gentleman  there  arrived,  on  the  following  morn- 
ing, a  most  elaborate  letter  of  mingled  apologies  and  thanks, 
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addressed  to  Mr.  Bouncer;  and  also  another  letter  to  the 
Squire,  saying  that  Mr.  Winstanley  had  accompanied  him  in 
a  quiet  way,  and  seemed  happy  and  contented  in  his  temporary 
home.  He  was  commissioned,  he  added,  by  his  friend  Dr. 
Plimmer  (who  was  his  successor  at  the  County  Lunatic 
Asylum,  and  was  well  known  to  Mr.  Smalls),  to  invite  the 
party  from  the  Woodlands  to  the  first  annual  pic-nic  for  the 
season  to  be  given  to  the  patients  of  the  Asylum,  on  the 
Tuesday  in  the  ensuing  week,  at  Firs  Hill,  a  spot  about  seven 
miles  distant  from  the  Woodlands.  Dr.  Dustacre  expressed  a 
hope  that,  if  Mr.  Bouncer  had  not  then  left,  he  would  also 
join  the  party,  and  thus  permit  Dr.  Dustacre  to  have  the 
pleasure  of  renewing  an  acquaintance  so  singularly  and  in- 
auspiciously  commenced. 

Said  the  Squire  to  his  son's  friend,  "  I  hope  you  will  go  with 
us.  Such  a  pic-nic  will  be  a  novel  scene  to  you,  and  also  an 
interesting  one.  I,  as  a  visitor  to  the  asylum,  have  attended 
more  than  one  of  their  pic-nics,  and  also  their  Christmas 
gatherings,  balls,  and  theatricals.  Of  course,  only  such  patients 
are  allowed  to  take  part  in  the  pic-nics  who  are  sufficiently 
well  to  do  so  ;  and  Dr.  Plimmer  is  as  careful  and  judicious  on 
this  point  as  was  Dr.  Dustacre,  who  originated  these  enter- 
tainments at  our  asylum.  Several  visitors  are  always  in- 
vited to  be  present  at  these  pic-nics,  and  they  freely  join  in 
the  dances  and  amusements.  This  helps  to  give  a  social 
character  to  the  gathering,  -that  appears  to  exercise  a  salutary 
influence  on  the  afflicted  inmates  of  the  institution,  whose 
unvarying  demeanour  on  such  occasions  is  a  sufficient  evi- 
dence of  the  beneficial  results  that  have  been  accomplished 
in  laying  aside  the  terrors  of  chains,  and  whips,  and  dark- 
ened cells,  for  cheerful  rooms,  kin,d  words,  and  humane 
treatment.  The  patients  always  seem  glad  for  lady  and  gen- 
tleman friends  to  join  their  pic-nics,  and  I  think  you  would  be 
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pleased  to  go  with  us  on  Tuesday.  It  will  be  a  novelty  for 
you,  if  no  tiling  more." 

As  Mr.  Bouncer  had  promised  to  stay  at  the  Woodlands 
beyond  the  day  mentioned,  he,  together  with  his  host  and 
friend,  accepted  Dr.  Dustacre's  invitation  ;  and,  when  the 
Tuesday  came,  they  drove  over  to  the  spot  appointed  for  the 
rendezvous. 

Firs  Hill — or,  as  it  was  sometimes  written,  Furze  Hill — 
might  have  received  its  etymology  either  from  its  firs  or  furze  ; 
the  furze  spreading  in  golden  patches  over  many  portions  of 
the  slope  of  the  hill,  and  a  small  plantation  of  Scotch  firs 
crowning  its  summit.  When  the  trio  from  the  Woodlands 
reached  the  spot,  soon  after  noon,  the  pic-nic  party  had  al- 
ready arrived  from  the  asylum,  which  was  five  miles  distant 
in  an  opposite  direction.  They  had  come  in  carriages,  and 
waggons,  and  a  break ;  and,  of  the  patients,  there  were  about 
forty  females  and  twenty  males,  with  the  matron  and  steward, 
and  a  staff  of  nurses  and  attendants.  Dr.  Dustacre  and  Dr. 
Plimmer  were  with  them,  with  a  few  ladies  and  gentlemen 
who  had  received  special  invitations  to  be  present.  The 
weather  was  all  that  could  be  wished  for  such  an  occasion, 
and  the  party  appeared  to  be  a  very  happy  one,  the  patients 
enjoying  themselves  in  an  orderly  way.  Luncheon  had  been 
laid  out  in  al  fresco  style,  upon  the  grass,  within  the  shade  oi 
the  group  of  Scotch  firs  ;  and,  after  luncheon,  the  party  dis- 
persed, and  wandered  over  the  hill-sides  and  the  neighbouring 
meadows,  enjoying  the  beautiful  prospect,  under  careful, 
though  not  obtrusive,  surveillance. 

The  spot  had  been  admirably  chosen  for  the  purpose.  At 
the  base  of  the  hill  was  a  narrow,  willow-girted  river,  wind- 
ing its  devious  course  amid  rich  pastures,  in  some  of  which 
the  mowers  were  at  work  sweeping  down  the  swathes  of  long 
grass,  or  sharpening  their  scythes,  with  a  pleasant  tinkling 


150  LITTLE    ME.    BOUNCER 

sound  that  was  quite  audible  to  the  pic-nic  people  on  the  hill. 
A  little  way  off  was  a  stately  mansion,  of  which  a  bird's-eye 
view  was  seen  from  Firs  Hill,  with  its  park  and  mile-long 
avenue  of  elms ;  then  came  undulating  ground,  with  hanging 
coppices  and  a  long  stretch  of  well- wooded  landscape,  over 
which  shot  up  the  spires  and  towers  of  the  county  town.  In 
the  other  direction  was  a  noble  range  of  hills,  of  which  Firs  ; 
Hill  was  one  of  many  spurs,  with  a  valley  dotted  with  farm- 
steads and  hamlets,  and  traversed  at  one  point  by  a  lengthy 
railway  viaduct.  Just  below  the  hill  was  an  old  and  well- 
cared-for  church,  with  its  trimly-kept  churchyard  screened 
by  a  row  of  chestnuts  and  limes,  whose  bright  foliage  con- 
trasted with  the  dark  solemnity  of  three  ancient  yew  trees. 
A  landscape  such  as  this,  bathed  in  the  glories  of  one  of  the 
brightest  and  latest  days  of  sunny  June,  could  not  fail  to 
awaken  pleasurable  feelings  in  the  breasts  of  those  whose 
faculties,  though  obscured  on  certain  points  seemed  to  be 
more  keenly  susceptible  of  the  delights  of  sight  and  sound. 

Many  of  the  patients  had  wandered  down  the  hill  to  the 
churchyard,  where  the  rector,  who  was  among  Dr.  Plixnmer's 
visitors,  showed  them  the  old  cross,  and  a  curiously  carved 
Norman  doorway,  and  took  them  over  the  church,  wherein 
were  many  stately  monuments  of  members  of  the  family  who 
had  lived  at  the  mansion  hard  by.  Mr.  Bouncer,  to  whom 
Dr.  Dustacre  was  making  himself  very  agreeable,  had  joined 
this  party,  and  was  requested  by  one  of  the  female  patients  to 
show  her  the  tomb  of  Abel.  In  answer  to  an  expressive  look 
of  the  Doctor's,  Mr.  Bouncer  pointed  out  a  small  tombstone 
in  a  corner  of  the  south  aisle ;  with  which  information  the 
patient  appeared  perfectly  c^tisfied,  merely  saying,  "Poor 
Abel !  he  was  a  keeper  of  sheep.  My  father  was  a  shepherd; 
but  he  kept  out  of  wicked  Cain's  way."  One  of  the  male 
patients  appeared  to  be  quite  an  arch  geologist,  and  gave  a 
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very  correct  description  both,  of  the  church,  and  the  dates  of 
the  various  styles  in  which  it  was  built.  "  I  perfectly  re- 
member," he  said  to  Dr.  Dustacre,  "  that  Early  English, 
capital  being  carved."  The  Doctor  quietly  explained  to  Mr. 
Bouncer  that  this  patient's  fancy  was  that  he  was  a  son  of 
Methusaleh,  and  that  he  had  already  lived  through  a  thou- 
sand years.  Another  patient,  who  had  appeared  to  be  per- 
fectly rational  while  walking  through  the  church,  became 
somewhat  excited,  as  they  returned  to  the  hill,  at  hearing 
some  one  speak  of  a  field  of  turnips  near  to  which  they 
passed.  It  appeared  that  he  was  under  the  delusion  that  his 
head  was  a  turnip,  and  that  it  would,  some  day,  be  appro- 
priated for  culinary  purposes.  But  the  peculiar  fancies  of 
many  of  the  patients  were  not  evidenced  throughout  the 
day. 

When  they  had  returned  to  the  summit  of  Firs  Hill,  the 
brass  band  of  the  institution  began  to  play  a  lively  air. 
This  band  was  not  only  a  significant  feature  in  the  govern- 
ment of  a  lunatic  asylum  conducted  on  humane  and  enlight- 
ened principles,  but  it  was  also  an  evidence  of  what  might  be 
done  by  perseverance  and  instruction.  It  was  composed  of 
the  warders  of  the  institution,  who,  notwithstanding  that 
their  hours  of  practice  were  necessarily  limited,  had,  under 
the  judicious  tuition  of  their  bandmaster,  become  most  effi- 
cient performers.  The  band  played  at  the  Asylum  on  certain 
evenings  in  each  week ;  and,  on  Friday  evenings,  the  patients 
had  a  dance.  Dr.  Plimmer  assured  Mr.  Smalls  that  the  in- 
troduction of  music  and  dancing  into  the  institution  had  been 
marked  with  the  most  beneficial  results.  The  drummer  was 
one  of  the  patients ;  while  another  stood  near,  and  with  perfect 
gravity,  held  his  hands  up  to  his  face,  and,  with  voice  and 
action,  imitated  the  sound  and  playing  of  a  trumpet. 

"He  is  one  of  our  most  harmless  and  quiet  people,"   said 


152  LITTLE    ME.    BOUNCER 

Dr.  Plimmer;  "but,  one  of  liis  notions  is,  that  his  nose  is  a 
trumpet." 

"  It  is  to  be  feared,"  observed  the  Squire,  "  that  many  of 
those  who  are  accounted  sane,  while  they  certainly  blow  their 
own  noses,  yet  do  not  blow  their  own  trumpet  in  such  a 
harmless  fashion." 

The  band  struck  up  a  country  dance ;  and,  to  the  lively 
measure  of  its  music,  the  majority  of  the  patients  were  soon 
tripping,  their  nurses  and  attendants  mixing  with  them.  The 
females  appeared  to  prefer  dancing  with  each  other ;  and  so, 
for  the  matter  of  that,  did  the  males,  unless  they  danced  by 
themselves,  as  some  eccentric  persons  preferred  to  do.  So 
much  had  the  pleasure  of  the  day  been  anticipated,  said  Dr. 
Plimmer,  that  the  patients  had  devoted  the  previous  evening 
to  unceasing  "  ball  practice  "  and  the  preparation  of  polkas 
for  the  next  day's  performance ;  and  they  certainly  proved 
themselves  to  be  as  admirably  proficient  in  the  mazy  steps  as 
if  they  had  studied  under  a  Coulon  or  a  D'Egville. 

Mr.  Bouncer  had  particularly  noticed  one  female  patient, 
who  was  past  middle  age,  and  whose  dress,  although  much 
faded  and  worn>  betokened,  together  with  her  manner  and 
appearance,  tha't  she  had  once  moved  in  a  class  of  society 
superior  to  that  of  the  generality  of  her  companions.  At 
luncheon,  she  sat  apart  from  them,  by  the  side  of  the  matron ; 
and,  when  the  dancing  began,  she  withdrew  to  a  lower  part 
of  the  hill,  where,  turning  her  back  on  the  gaiety,  she  sat 
down  on  the  grassy  slope,  and,  screening  herself  from  the  sun 
with  a  large,  old-fashioned  pa'rasol,  looked  sadly  over  the 
landscape  spread  beneath  her.  Mr.  Bouncer  pointed  her  out 
to  Dr.  Dustacre,  and  asked  who  she  was. 

"  She  is  a  widow ;  Mrs.  Flabby  by  name,3'  replied  the 
Doctor.  "  She  came  to  the  asylum  some  years  ago,  when  I 
was  in  charge  of  it.  She  has  seen  better  days,  and  been  in  a 
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superior  position ;  but  a  series  of  reverses  that  befel  her 
family  and  fortune  unsettled  her  reason.  I  fancy  that  she 
had  no  great  strength  of  mind,  even  in  her  best  and  earliest 
days  ;  but  she  is  perfectly  quiet  and  calm,  and  has  never  ex- 
hibited the  least  violence.  She  can  be  controlled  by  a  word, 
or  even  by  a  threat  to  deprive  her  of  her  parasol ;  and,  as  yon 
may  have  noticed,  she  keeps  up  her  dignity,  and  does  not  mix 
much  with  her  companions,  although  she  is  always  polite  to 
them.  She  usually  sits  apart,  and  rarely  converses,  except 
with  the  matron  or  nurses,  or  with  the  medical  staff." 

"  I  don't  like  to  see  her  moping  alone,  and  not  enjoying 
herself  like  the  others,"  said  Mr.  Bouncer.  "Would  there  be 
any  impropriety  in  my  going  and  talking  with  her  a  little  ?  " 
"Certainly  not,"  replied  Dr.  Dustacre.  "It  would  be 
very  kind  of  you.  She  is  always  pleased  when  what  she 
calls  a  real  gentleman  or  lady  will  converse  with  her.  She 
accepts  the  attention  as  a  recognition  of  her  former  social 
position.'  Of  course  you  must  be  prepared  to  hear  her  talk 
a  great  deal  of  unconnected  nonsense." 

"  Oh,  of  course  !  Perhaps  I  shall  enjoy  her  conversation 
more  than  if  she  were  a  thoroughgoing  blue-stocking,  who 
could  talk  like  a  dictionary  on  all  sorts  of  subjects,  from 
prss- Adamite  formations  to  Shakspeare  and  the  musical 
glasses." 

So  little  Mr.  Bouncer  went  down  the  hill  with  the  benevo- 
lent intention  of  cheering  poor  Mrs.  Flabby  by  having  a  chat 
with  her. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 


LITTLE    MR.    BOUNCER   LEAVES    THE   WOODLANDS    FOR 
"  THE   LITTLE   TILLAGE." 

ECLINING  on  the  grassy  slope 
of  Firs  Hill  were    other  pa- 
tients of  the  Institution,  who 
were  not"  joining  in  the  dance 
to   the   music    of    the   band ; 
but    poor    Mrs.    Flabby    sat 
apart  from  these,  and  shelter- 
ing herself  from  the  hot  sun  with 
a    large    parasol,    looked    sadly 
towards  the  fair  stretch  of  land- 
scape that  was  spread  before  her. 
In  accordance  with   the  sanction 
that  he   had  received  from   Dr. 
Dustacre,     little     Mr.     Bouncer 
went  to  her  and  introduced  him- 
self, in  true   English  fashion,  by 
a  remark  upon  the  weather. 

"  How  highly  favoured  we  are, 
ma'am  ;  it  is  just  the  very  day  for  a  pic-nic,  is  it  not  ?  I  hope 
that  you  have  enjoyed  it." 

Mrs.  Flabby  graciously  bent  her  head,  evidently  pleased 
that  she  should  be  addressed  by  one  of  the  gentlemen  visitors. 
She  accepted  it  as  a  recognition  of  her  former  rank  in  society, 
and,  therefore,  felt  much  nattered. 

"I,"  said  Mr.  Bouncer,  "have  enjoyed  coming  here  very 
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much  indeed ;    and   I   should   be   glad   to   light   a  cigar,  if 
smoking  will  not  be  any  annoyance  to  you,  ma'am  ?  " 

"  Oh,  dear  no  !  "  replied  Mrs.  Flabby ;  "  pray  smoke  !  it 
•will  remind-  me  of  my  poor  dear  husband.  He  always 
smoked,  night  and  day.  In  my  happier  hours,  I  called  him 
my  limekiln ;  but,  it  was  not  his  fault,  poor  dear  soul !  it  was 
his  misfortune.  He  was  compelled  to  smoke,  you  know,  in 
consequence  of  that  bond  with  the  Great  Mogul." 

"  With  the  Great  Mogul?  "  echoed  Mr.  Bouncer,  who  was 
busily  engaged  in  lighting  a  cigar  from  his  fusee-box,  as  he 
sat  on  the  grassy  slope  near  to  Mrs.  Flabby :  "  dear  me  !  1 
never  heard  of  that." 

"  No,  perhaps  not ;  it  was  tried  to  be  hushed  up,"  replied 
Mrs.  Flabby,  in  the  most  serious,  matter-of-fact  way ;  "  but, 
murder  will  out.  Yes,  the  Great  Mogul  was  his  particular 
friend.  They  had  formed  an  early  intimacy  when  searching 
for  the  North  Pole,  and  the  recollection  of  that  terrible  inci- 
dent with  the  Great  Bear  was  never  effaced  from  his  memory, 
and  cemented  a  friendship  which  resulted  in  an  impediment 
of  the  speech,  from  which  my  poor  husband  suffered  most 
acutely,  more  particularly  when  he  put  on  a  clean  shirt,  with 
which  I  always  kept  him  well  supplied,  and  he  had  never  to 
complain  of  the  want  of  a  button." 

"  That  is  a  very  unusual  circumstance,"  said  Mr.  Bouncer, 
as  he  puffed  away  at  his  cigar,  -while  the  strains  of  the  dance- 
music  floated  merrily  in  the  summer  air.  "  But  what  did  he 
do  about  the  smoking  and  the  Great  Mogul  ?  " 

"  Ah,  that  was  very  sad !  "  said  poor  Mrs.  Flabby,  with  a 
sigh  ;  "  I  grieve  to  speak  ill  of  any  one  ;  but,  I  am  sorry  to  say 
that  the  Great  Mogul  was  no  gentleman,  and  that  I  was  quite 
deceived  in  him." 

"Why,  what  did  he  do  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Bouncer. 

"  Whit  did  he  do  ?  "  echoed  Mrs.  Flabby,  most  solemnly, 
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"  why,  he  poisoned  Victoria's  mind,  and  led  her  to  act  towards 
me  in  the  way  that  she  did." 


MR.    BOUNCER  HAS  A  TALK  WITH   MRS.   FLABBY. 

"  What  Victoria  ?     You  don't  mean  her  gracious  Majesty, 
Ao  you  ?  " 
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"  Hush !  not  for  worlds  !  "  hoarsely  whispered  Mrs.  Flabby, 
"  people  are  hung  for  high  treason  !  I  should  not  like  to  see 
your  head  cut  off  for  any  indiscretion." 

"  I  shouldn't  like  to  see  it  myself,  as  Paddy  would  say," 
replied  Mr.  Bouncer.  "  So  the  Great  Mogul  poisoned  Victoria's 
mind,  did  he  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  he  told  her  lies — base  calumnies,  as  I  can  prove. 
It  all  arose  from  jealousy.  I  had  written  a  poem,  called  '  The 
Plaintive  Periwinkle  :  A  lay  of  the  Affections.'  It  taught  an 
excellent  moral,  my  young  friend  !  Buy  it  for  your  children, 
if  you  can  meet  with  a  copy ;  but,  I  fear  that  Victoria  has 
suppressed  the  edition." 

"  Why  should  she  do  so  ?  " 

"  She  was  so  jealous  of  me — of  my  fame  as  a  writer,  you 
will  understand.  But  I  was  resolved  to  persevere,  and  to  sur- 
mount all  obstacles.  A  voice  within  told  me  that  I  should  be 
ultimately  rewarded  by  a  nation's  gratitude,  and  that  genera- 
tions yet  unborn  would  grow  up  to  bless  the  author  of  '  The 
Plaintive  Periwinkle,'  and  to  drop  a  silent  tear  over  her  gor- 
geous tomb  in  the  Poets'  Corner.  As  a  beginning  I  had 
twenty  millions  of  copies  printed  for  immediate  distribution. 
They  were  to  be  sown  broadcast ;  thrown  into  cabs  and  omni- 
buses, and  dropped  down  areas.  Victoria  heard  of  it !  " 

"  Do  you  think,"  asked  Mr.  Bouncer,  as  though  deeply 
interested  in  the  narrative,  "  do  you  think  that  the  Great 
Mogul  could  have  told  her  ?  " 

"  Of  course  !  who  else  could  have  told  her  ?  "  replied  Mrs. 
Flabby. 

"  Of  course  !  no  one  !  "  observed  Mr.  Bouncer,  as  though 
that  matter  were  now  sufficiently  self-evident. 

"He  never  forgot  the  North  Pole!  "  said  Mrs.  Flabby, 
solemnly.  "  I  had  warned  my  poor  husband  against  him  from 
the  first ;  but  he  would  not  take  my  advice.  It  was  entirely 
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through  him  that  he  lost  half  his  fortune  in  that  unfortunate 
speculation  in  Train  Oil  and  Whales'  Blubber.  And  yet,  I 
told  him  how  it  would  be." 

"  I  should  like  to  hear  what  Victoria  did  about  your  book — 
<  The  Plaintive  Periwinkle,'  "  said  Mr.  Bouncer,  anxious  to 
divert  Mrs.  Flabby  from  her  reminiscences  of  the  Great  Mogul. 

"  She  at  once  come  down  from — But,  no  !  high  treason  !  " 
whispered  the  poor  lady.  "  She  took  lodgings  over  a  pastry- 
cook's, just  opposite  to  my  window.  Could  you  have  be- 
lieved it  ?  " 

"Not  unless  you  had  told  me !"  replied  Mr.  Bouncer,  po- 
iitely. 

"Alas,  it  is  too  true  !  "  said  Mrs,  Flabby.  "  There  she  sat 
and  watched  me,  all  the  day  long.  My  poems  were  seized  by 
her  spies  and  myrmidons.  They  waylaid  my  messengers, 
and  robbed  them  of  the  precious  packets  that  were  intended 
to  do  so  much  good.  And  this,  after  all  my  years  of  labour, 
and  after  having  ruined  myself  to  get  the  work  printed.  Oh, 
what  an  effect  it  had  upon  me !  I  have  had  no  such  blow 
until  now  !  My  poor,  poor  cat !  " 

"  Your  cat  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Bouncer. 

"  She  died  yesterday ;  she  breathed  her  last  in  these  arms. 
Oh,  that  I  could  recal  her !  she  was  my  only  solace.  But 
how  could  it  be  otherwise,  when  my  dear  daughter's  spirit 
was  in  her  ?  "  Here  the  poor  demented  lady  burst  into  con- 
vulsive sobs.  Mr.  Bouncer,  with  kindly  words,  endeavoured 
to  soothe  her;  but  in  vain.  "  My  poor  cat!"  she  sobbed; 
"  she  was  all  that  was  left  to  me.  I  shall  never  have  another 
daughter.  Oh,  she  was  so  good  and  loving !  " 

The  conversation  had  taken  an  unexpected  turn,  and  Mr. 
Bouncer  began  to  fear  he  should  be  doing  harm  if  he  con- 
tinued the  interview  with  Mrs.  Flabby ;  so,  with  a  few  more 
cheering  and  reassuring  words,  he  got  up  from  the  grass,  and 
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said,  "  I  will  go  and  see  how  the  dancers  are  getting  on, 
They  seem  to  be  enjoying  themselves.  Won't  you  conie 
nearer  to  them,  ma'am  ?  " 

"  Not  just  yet !  soon.  Oh,  how  kind  you  have  been  to 
me  !  "  said  poor  Mrs.  Flabby. 

After  Mr.  Bouncer  had  rejoined  the  party  on  the  summit  of 
Firs  Hill,  he  mentioned  to  Dr.  Dustacre  a  portion  of  Mrs. 
Flabby's  conversation,  and  asked  if  there  were  any  foundation 
for  her  statements. 

"For  her  poem,  I  know  there  is,"  answered  the  Doctor. 
"  She  published  some  little  book  for  children,  of  which  she 
thought  highly,  and  from  which  she  expected  to  gain  both 
money  and  reputation.  She  was  deceived,  as  other  authors 
have  been ;  and,  I  daresay,  it  preyed  upon  her  mind.  As  to 
her  cat,  that  *  is,  unfortunately,  true.  When  a  kitten,  it 
belonged  to  the  master  of  the  institution.  Mrs.  Flabby 
begged  to  have  it,  and  her  request  was  granted.  I  think  she 
must  have  had  it  nearly  five  years.  Unfortunately,  it  died 
about  a  fortnight  ago  ;  and  Mrs.  Flabby  has  felt  its  death  the 
more  keenly  as  she  believed  that  it  was  animated  by  the 
spirit  of  a  deceased  daughter.  Such  a  belief  is  by  no  means 
rare.  A  similar  fancy,  you  may  remember,  is  mentioned  in 
Byron's  '  Bride  of  Abyclos,'  where,  in  the  notes  to  the  poem, 
mention  is  made  of  a  wealthy  lady  at  Worcester,  who  be- 
lieved that  her  deceased  daughter  existed  in  the  shape  of  a 
singing-bird  ;  and  who,  in  consequence,  was  allowed  to  furnish 
her  pew  in  the  Cathedral  with  cages  of  birds,  whose  songs 
must  have  somewhat  interfered  with  the  service." 

Poor  Mrs.  Flabby  had  dried  her  tears  and  recovered  her 
composure  by  dinner-time,  though  Mr.  Bouncer  did  not 
attempt  to  renew  his  conversation  with  her  concerning  either 
her  cat  or  the  Great  Mogul.  The  pic-nic  dinner  was  laid 
out,  as  the  luncheon  ,had  been,  on  the  summit  of  the  hill,  in 
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the  shade  of  the  group  of  Scotch  firs.  Three  o'clock  was  the 
hour  fixed  for  it ;  and  by  that  time,  as  everyone's  appetite 
was  sharpened  by  air  and  exercise,  full  justice  could  be  done 
to  the  beefsteak  pies,  and  the  joints  of  cold  meat,  and  the- 
pastry,  and  other  good  things  provided  for  the  occasion. 
Even  poor  Mrs.  Flabby,  seated  between  the  matron  and 
Dr.  Pliminer,  appeared,  for  a  time,  to  forget  her  sorrow  ;  and 
one  and  all,  patients  and  visitors,  enjoyed  the  social  gathering. 
After  dinner,  music  and  dancing  alternated  for  the  remainder 
of  the  evening ;  and  little  Mr.  Bouncer  not  only  persuaded 
Mrs.  Flabby  to  be  his  partner  in  a  country  dance,  but  also 
covered  himself  with  glory  by  singing  Dibdin's  "  Tight  Little 
Island,"  which  he  had  often  sung  at  wine-parties  at  Brazen- 
face,  where,  however,  the  chorus  to  that  patriotic  song  had 
never  been  so  enthusiastically  rendered  as  it  was  by  the 
pic-nic  company  assembled  on  Firs  Hill.  It  did  Mr. 
Bouncer's  heart  good  to  hear  the  full  chorus  of  voices  pro- 
claiming— 

For,  oh !  she's  a  right  little  island, 

A  tight  little,  right  little  island ; 
Search  the  world  round, 
There  ne'er  will  be  found, 

Such  another  sweet,  beautiful  island. 

There  was  quite  an  al  fresco  concert.  One  of  the  female 
patients  sang  "Auld  Robin  Gray,"  in  a  manner  to  bring 
tears  to  many  eyes;  though  these  tears  were  soon  chased 
away  by  that  male  patient,  who  had  acted  as  drummer  of  the- 
band,  singing,  with  admirable  humour,  two  comic  songs,  one- 
of  which  was  "  Yillikins  and  his  Dinah,"  then  in  the  height 
of  its  Robsonian  fame.  And  so,  with  music,  song,  and  dance,, 
the  happy  day  drew  to  its  close  ;  and  they,  for  whose  healthy 
amusement  this  pic-nic  had  been  designed,  took  back  with 
them,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  many  sunny  fancies  wherewith  to 
cheer  less  happy  moments.  The  party  from  the  Woodlands- 


AND    HIS   FRIEND    VERDANT    GREEN.  161 

had  bidden  adieu  to  Dr.  Dustacre  and  Dr.  Plimmer  an  hour 
or  so  before  poor  Mrs.  Flabby  and  her  companions  were 
driven  away  from  Firs  Hill — a  spot  which  Mr.  Bouncer  long 
remembered. 

After  spending  a  few  more  pleasant  days  at  the  Woodlands, 
it  was  time  for  him  to  get  home,  which  he  sought  to  do  by 
way  of  what  he  termed  "  The  Little  Village ;"  so  he  said 
good-bye  to  the  Squire  and  to  his  college  friend,  whom  he 
would  not  meet  again  until  they  had  got  back  to  Oxford  at 
the  end  of  the  Long  Vacation.  A  groom  drove  him  to  the 
station  in  a  dog-cart,  which  was  somewhat  heavily  weighted 
with  luggage,  and,  to  the  back  seat  of  which,  Huz  and  Buz 
were  securely  chained.  Mr.  Small's  late  guest  pulled  up  at 
the  tiny  lodge  to  give  a  tip  to  the  woman  who  opened  the 
gate ;  then  they  drove  along  the  road  where  he  had  walked 
with  Dr.  Dnstacre;  past  the  plantation,  with  its  undergrowth 
of  evergreens ;  then,  round  the  corner,  by  the  cross-roads, 
where  had  stood  the  chaise  into  which  he  had  been  forcibly 
hoisted  by  the  broad-shouldered  Brand;  and,  so  on,  past  the 
point  where  he  had  been  opportunely  rescued  by  the  Squire 
in  his  mail-phaeton.  Little  Mr.  Bouncer  laughed  to  himself 
as  he  recalled  the  scene. 

He  was  in  good  time  at  the  Barham  Station.  Dismissing 
the  groom  and  dog- cart,  he  saw  to  his  luggage,  and  took  Huz 
and  Buz,  tethered  by  a  chain,  on  to  the  platform.  It  was  a 
hot  July  day,  and  it  struck  Mr.  Bouncer  that  it  would"  be 
advisable  to  refresh  himself  with  a  glass  of  bitter  beer.  He, 
therefore,  went  in  search  of  the  refreshment-room  ;  but,  he 
sought  for  it  in  vain;  the  small  Barham  Station  could  not 
boast  of  so  valuable  an  addition  to  its  provision  for  the  public 
wants.  At  the  same  moment,  there  walked  on  to  the  platform 
a  seedy  and  battered-looking  man,  who  carried  on  his  arm  a 
large  basket,  the  contents  of  which  made  it  self-evident  that 
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it  was,  in  fact,  the  peripatetic  refreshment-room  of  the 
Barham  Station.  Any  doubt  on  this  subject  would  have 
been  removed  from  Mr.  Bouncer's  mind,  by  the  man  ap- 
proaching him  with  the  query,  "  Refreshments,  sir?"  and 
holding  out  to  him,  as  the  most  tempting  sample  of  the  con- 
tents of  his  basket,  a  greasy  mutton-pie,  the  sight  and  smell 
of  which  delicacy  were  not  so  agreeable  to  Mr.  Bouncer  as  to 
Huz  and  Buz,  who  tugged  and  tore  at  their  chain,  in  the  vain 
endeavour  to  possess  themselves  of  so  choice  a  dainty. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

LITTLE    MR.    BOUNCER   IS    UNAVOIDABLY   DETAINED   AX   BARHAM. 


S  the  mutton-pie  was  held 
forth  by  its  owner  and 
vendor  for  little  Mr.  Boun- 
cer's approval  and  pur- 
chase, an  aroma  stole  from 
*~**~~  it  that  altogether  over- 
powered the  sweet  scent  of  the 
newly-mown  grass  by  which  the 
July  air  was  exquisitely  per- 
fumed. Loose-shirted  rustics, 
sweltering  in  the  heat  of  a 
noon-day  sun,  were  tossing  up 
and  turning  over  the  fragrant 
shocks  of  tedded  hay  in  the 
fields  that  lay  around  the  Bar- 
ham  Station,  doing  their  best  to 
practically  carry  out  the  proverb  that 
directs  us  to  make  hay  while  the  sun 
shines ;  and  although  his  calling  was 
different  and  less  poetical  than  that  of  the 
haymaker,  yet  the  seller  of  mutton-pies, 
who  had  appeared  before  Mr.  Bouncer  in  the  character  of  the 
peripatetic  refreshment-room  of  the  Barham  Station,  was,  in 
effect,  endeavouring  to  make  his  hay  while  the  sun  shone,  by 
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trying  to  procure  a  sale  from  the  beneficent  patronage  of  Mr. 
Bouncer. 

Now,  to  purchase  mutton-pies — and  that,  too,  under  a  hot 
July  sun — from  a  gentleman  whom  you  have  casually  met, 
and  the  antecedents  of  whom  (and  his  pies)  are  altogether 
hidden  from  your  knowledge,  must  be  a  daring  experiment 
under  any  circumstances  and  to  any  person.  And  as,  in  the 
present  instance,  the  outward  appearance  of  the  vendor  did 
not  offer  a  sufficient  guarantee  for  the  inward  excellence 
of  the  proffered  pie,  the  proposed  transaction  did  not  by  any 
means  recommend  itself  to  Mr.  Bouncer,  who,  therefore, 
promptly  and  curtly  declined  the  proposal  of  the  individual 
who  represented  the  peripatetic  refreshment-room  of  the 
Barham  Station.  Nevertheless,  that  greasy-looking  personage 
continued  to  hold  out  the  specimen  of  his  wares,  and  to  beg 
the  little  gentleman  to  purchase  it. 

"  Do  try  one,  sir  !  it's  only  tuppence ;  and  it's  cheap  and 
nourishin'  for  the  money.  The  finest  mutton-pies  in  Barham 
or  hanywares ;  made  by  myself  out  o;  the  very  primest  and 
juiciest  cuts.  Just  try  one,  sir  !  you  can  do  so,  free,  gracious, 
and  for  nothin' ;  and  if  you  don't  like  it,  you  needn't  pay  for 
it,  and  no  .questions  shall  be  ever  axed.  You  can  wash  it 
down  with  some  o'  this  first-rate  pop — only  a  penny  a  bottle, 
and  likewise  made  by  myself.  The  best  pop,  remember ! 
recommended  by  the  faculty  as  the  primest  and  wholesomest 
drink  in  'ot  weather.  Warranted  to  cure  the  colic  and  the 
gout,  pains  within  and  pains  without ;  and  all  for  the  small 
charge  of  a  penny  a  bottle.  One  bottle  taken  with  one 
mutton-pie  ;as  been  known  to  make  the  face  shine  like  the 
best  bear's  grease  ;  and  two  bottles,  swallered  in  conjunction 
with  two  mutton-pics,  'as  produced  effects  upon  the  curlin'  of 
the  'uman  'air  and  whiskers,  which  must  be  seen  to  be 
believed." 


AND   HIS    FRIEND   VERDANT   GREEN. 


165 


But  Mr.  Bouncer  remained  proof  against  the  temptation  of 
the  mutton-pie,  even  with  the  addition  of  the  ginger-beer; 
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and,  as  he  gazed  on  the  delicacy  that  was  held  out  to  him 
from  the  man's  basket,  he  wondered  how  much  dyspepsia — to 
call  it  by  its  mildest  name — was  compressed  within  the 
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narrow  limits  of  that  two-pennyworth,  of  paste  and  meat.  And 
lie  thought  of  Dr.  Wm.  Brinton's  clever  Frazer  parody  of 
Campbell's  "  Hohenlinden,"  where  the  railway  passengers 
took  their  harried  meal  at  Swindon — 

When  the  train  came  at  dead  of  night, 
Commanding  oil  and  gas  to  light 
Much  stale  confectionery. 

After  which  occurred  the  pangs — 

Where  curious  tart  and  heavy  bun 

Lie  in  dyspeptic  sympathy. 
Few,  few  digest  where  many  eat, 
The  nightmare  shall  wind  up  their  feat, 
Each  carpet-bag  beneath  their  feet 

Shall  seem  a  yawning  sepulchre. 

But,  although  Mr.  Bouncer  considered  it  highly  probable  that 
a  like  result  would  ensue  on  his  patronage  of  the  contents  of 
the  man's  basket,  yet,  with  Hua  and  Buz,  it  was  a  very 
different  matter.  Those  intelligent  animals  struggled  hard  at 
the  chain  by  which  their  master  held  them  and  made  every 
outward  demonstration  of  their  desire  to  obtain  possession  of 
the  dainty,  the  very  whiff  of  which  was  to  them  so  appetising. 
Mr.  Bouncer,  being  tender-hearted  and  fond  of  his  pets,  and 
being,  moreover,  amused  with  the  man's  quaint  and  persistent 
recommendation  of  his  viands,  patronised  the  peripatetic 
refreshment-room  by  expending  the  sum  of  fourpence  in  the 
purchase  of  two  mutton-pies  for  the  express  delectation  of 
Huz  and  Buz ;  and,  as  he  watched  them  greedily  devouring 
their  pasties,  he  hummed  a  fragment  of  a  popular  song — 

They  gave  me  mutton  pies 
In  which  I  did  recognise 

The  flavour  of  my  old  Dog  Tray. 

At  any  rate,  Mr.  Bouncer  had  spared  himself  from  any 
similar  recognition  ;  and  he  was  quite  satisfied  with  witnessing 
the  enjoyment  of  Huz  and  Buz,  who,  however,  did  not  appear 
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to  be  equally  well  satisfied,  but,  like  Oliver,  asked  for  more. 
"  No,  no,"  said  their  master  ;  '  "  it  won't  do,  my  doggies.  A 
little  of  that  sort  of  thing  goes  a  long  way  on  a  railway 
journey ;  and,  if  von  were  to  eat  more  of  them,  they  might 
interfere  with  your  digestive  apparatus,  and  then  you'd  get 
the  mulligrubs  in  your  collywobbles."  So,  he  removed  Huz 
and  Buz  out  of  the  sight  of  the  unwholesome  dainties,  and 
was  glad  when  the  vendor  of  the  mutton-pies  had  taken 
himself  from  off  the  platform. 

Except  when  trains  came  in,  there  was  not  much  life  to  be 
seen  at  the  Barbara.  Station ;  and,  as  it  was  situated  in  a  deep 
cutting,  there  was  but  little  view  from  the  platform.  There 
was  a  coal  depot,  and  there  was  a  spasmodic  engine,  vaguely 
wandering  up  and  down,  with  the  ultimate  object  of  getting 
some  trucks  out  of  a  siding.  The  entire  staff  of  the  station 
(two  men  and  a  boy)  was  so  fully  engaged  in  this  noisy  duty, 
that,  on  Mr.  Bouncer's  arrival,  Mr.  Small's  coachman  had 
taken  the  luggage  on  to  the  platform  while  Mr.  Bouncer 
held  the  horse.  Of  course,  as  there  was  no  refreshment  for 
the  body — except  the  mutton-pie  man — so,  there  was  no 
refreshment  for  the  mind,  in  the  shape  of  a  bookstall  or 
newspaper  stand ;  and,  if  Mr.  Bouncer  desired  to  purchase 
the  latest  copy  of  the  Barham  Mercury  and  Poynton  Gazette,  he 
must  do  so  elsewhere  than  at  the  Barham  Station.  His  train 
was  already  due ;  and,  while  he  was  debating  whether  he 
should  have  time  to  make  his  way  to  an  inn  that  he  had 
passed,  not  far  from  the  station — the  same  inn  that  had  sup- 
plied Dr.  Dustacre  with  the  chaise — and  there  have  a  glass 
of  beer,  the  ticket- taker  told  him,  in  answer  to  his  inquiry, 
that  the  up -train  would  not  be  in  for  at  least  an  hour ;  for, 
the  line  was  blocked  further  up. 

"Not  a  serious  accident,  I  hope  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Bouncer. 

"Oh,  no,"  was  the  prompt  reply;   "only  a  coal  run  into 
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a  cattle."   Experience  had  taught  him  to  look  on  these  events 
•with  official  calm. 

Now,  it  would  be  wearisome  to  pass  at  least  an  hour  of 
unavoidable  delay  at  so  uninteresting  a  place  as  the  Barham  - 
Station.  There  wTere  the  usual  notices  and  time-tables  hanging 
in  frames  on  the  wall ;  but,  the  mind  would  soon  be  fatigued 
with  attempting  to  unravel  the  wild  enigmas  of  "  Bradshaw," 
or  spelling  out  the  large-lettered  advertisements  of  somebody's 
Cocoa  and  some  one  else's  Tea.  There  was  a  waiting-room, 
it  was  true  ;  but,  it  was  not  inviting,  with  its  hard  benches 
and  its  haggard  and  dirty  aspect,  as  though  it  had  sat  up 
ever  so  many  nights,  and  had  not  washed  itself  in  the 
morning.  There  was  nothing  else,  except  the  impenetrable 
wooden  screen  that  concealed  from  view  the  form  of  the 
ticket-taker ;  but,  as  he  was  a  youth  of  fourteen,  with  an 
unwholesome  face,  and  an  appearance  of  having  lived  chiefly 
on  pickles,  the  screen  was  a  merciful  interposition,  more 
especially  at  such  times  as  the  ticket- taker's  wooden  window 
was  tightly  closed.  There  was  nothing,  in  short,  in  the 
aspect  of  the  Barham  Station  to  induce  any  sane  person  to 
try  the  experiment  of  wiling  away  a  long  hour  in  its  pre- 
cincts. So,  Mr.  Bouncer  made  friends  with  a  porter,  who 
was  temporarily  disengaged  from  his  shunting  duties,  and 
Huz  and  Buz  were  shut  up  in  a  lamp- and-gr  ease  room  until 
the  time  was  come  when  the  line  should  be  cleared  and  his 
train  in  readiness  to  take  him  to  "  the  little  village." 

Then  he  went  to  the  inn  and  had  a  glass  of  beer;  but  did 
not  care  to  remain  there,  as  he  saw  the  driver  of  Dr.  Dust- 
acre's  chaise,  who  recognised  him  with  a  familiar  grin,  and 
pointed  him  out  to  an  ostler  and  chambermaid  as  "  the 
party  who  was  took  for  a  loonattic."  As  Mr.  Bouncer  did 
not  care  for  this  particular  kind  of  notoriety,  he  thought  that 
he  would  consume  the  hour  of  his  detention  by  walking 
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through  the  little  market- town  of  Barliam ;  but,  as  the  town 
was  not  very  large,  and  did  not  contain  many  greater  objects 
of  attraction  than  the  old  market-place,  the  town-hall,  and 
town-pump,  his  survey  of  it  was  soon  exhausted.  Then  he 
beguiled  himself  by  looking  in  at  the  shop-windows,  and 
thereby  raising  hopes  in  the  breasts  of  several  shopkeepers 
that  were  doomed  to  be  disappointed. 

But,  there  was  one  exception.  In  one  of  the  windows 
were  two  wax  busts  of  a  very  pink- cheeked  gentleman  and  a 
very  large-eyed  lady,  who  were  attired  in  nothing  to  speak  of 
except  a  little  fancy  satin  and  their  own  luxuriant  heads  of 
hair.  The  contemplation  of  these  florid  works  of  art  sug- 
gested to  Mr.  Bouncer  the  notion  that  he  might  as  well 
consume  the  time  profitably  by  having  his  hair  cut.  Over 
the  door  was  the  name  of  Quickfall,  with  the  further  informa- 
tion that  Mr.  Quickfall  was  a  hairdresser  and  perfumer,  and 
that,  in  Quickfall's  spacious  hair-cutting  saloons,  ladies  and 
gentlemen  would  be  waited  upon  by  the  proprietor  and  com- 
petent assistants  from  London  and  Paris.  So.  Mr.  Bouncer 
went  into  the  shop. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

LITTLE    MB.   BOUNCER  MAKES   HIS   ESCAPE   FROM   MR.   QUICKFALL. 


PEKING  Mr.    Quick- 
fall's   shop  -  door,    Mr. 
Bouncer  set  off  a  small 
shrill-tongued  bell  into 
a  screaming  summons 
for    the    immediate   appear- 
ance    of  the  proprietor  and 
his  competent  assistants  from 
London  and  Paris.     Perhaps 
the  latter  were  mythical  per- 
sons ;  or,  they  may  have  been 
engaged    at    their    dinners; 
*1  any  way,  Mr.  Bouncer's  head 
was   not    confided    to   their 
tonsorial   care ;    and   it   was 
the   proprietor   of  the   esta- 
blishment who  waited  upon 
him,      and      ushered      him, 
through  the   shop,   into  one 
of  the  advertised  "spacious  hair-cutting  saloons." 

Perhaps,  when  Mr.  Quickfall  had  thus  described  his  pre- 
mises, he  had  contemplated  vast  alterations  which  he  had 
never  carried  out ;  for  the  small  apartment  into  which 
Mr.  Bounoer  was  shown  had  all  the  cheerlessness  of  the 
desert,  without  its  limitless  prospect.  In  fact,  the  view 
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through  the  solitary  window  was  restricted  to  a  water-butt 
of  bloated  dimensions,  and  a  dead  wall  of  uncompromising 
brickiness.  On  the  floor  was  an  attenuated  piece  of  oilcloth, 
the  pattern  of  which  had  long  since  been  starved  out ;  and  on 
a  table  by  the  window  were  arranged  the  unguents,  soaps, 
brushes,  combs,  hair-oil,  cigars,  and  other  commodities  in 
which  Mr.  Quickfall  dealt.  He  was  a  tall,  largely  made 
man,  who,  in  years,  had  passed  what  is  usually  called  "  the 
prime  of  life  " — a  most  uncertain  and  indefinite  expression, 
especially  when  we  call  to  mind  such  examples  of  youthful, 
hard-working  septuagenarians  as  Lord  Palmerston  and  many 
of  our  Judges  and  Lord  Chancellors.  Mr.  Quickfall  had  a 
slow,  ponderous  manner,  in  keeping  with  his  dimensions,  and 
suggesting  the  notion  of  an  amiable  elephant  who  had  taken 
to  hair-cutting  from  mere  philanthropy.  He  was  in  his  shirt- 
sleeves and  carpet  slippers,  and  was  girt  about  with  a  white 
apron,  furnished  with  pockets  for  the  implements  of  his 
trade. 

Mr.  Bouncer  took  his  seat  on  the  operating  chair,  where 
Mr.  Quickfall,  by  the  aid  of  a  cotton  wrapper,  folded  him  into 
the  semblance  of  a  parcel,  as  though  he  were  to  be  forthwith 
ticketed  and  sent  away  by  the  next  train  from  the  Barham 
Station.  Such  a  journey  had,  in  fact,  to  be  taken  by  Mr. 
Bouncer,  who  began  to  fear  that  his  progress  to  "  the  little 
village  "  would  be  somewhat  delayed,  if  this  Barham  barber 
did  not  hurry  himself  a  little  more  than,  at  the  present,  he 
seemed  inclined  to  do.  For  it  very  quickly  was  made 
evident  that,  although  Mr.  Quickfall  was  slow  in  action,  yet 
he  was  quick  in  speech,  and  was  a  most  communicative 
person.  He  had  no  sooner  got  Mr.  Bouncer  well  tucked  up 
into  a  parcel,  and  had  brushed  his  hair  all  over  his  eyes,  than 
he  solemnly  paused  at  the  very  initiation  of  his  work  to 
commence  a  highly  uninteresting  narrative  concerning  tLo 
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election  of  a  new  member  of  the  Town  Council.  It  appeared, 
from  tlie  statements  to  which  Mr.  Bouncer,  in  liis  helpless 
and  packed-up  state,  was  compelled  to  listen,  that  Mr.  Quick- 
fall  was  a  member  of  that  august  body,  and  that  the  present 
contest  was  tearing  Barham  to  pieces,  and  wounding  it  in  its- 
very  tenderest  points  ;  and  that,  if  the  obnoxious  person — 
whose  name  was  Tarver — should  succeed  in  his  election,  the 
doom  of  Barham  was  virtually  settled,  and  its  position  in  the 
eyes  of  Europe  irretrievably  compromised.  But  Mr.  Quick- 
fall  entertained  the  hope  that  he  himself  might  be  the  humble 
instrument  of  opening  the  eyes  of  Barham  to  a  proper  sense 
of  its  true  position,  and  of  ridding  the  Town  Council  of  the 
dreadful  incubus  of  a  Tarver. 

While  he  uttered  these  patriotic  sentiments,  Mr.  Quickfall 
was  far  too  engrossed  with  his  subject  to  continue  his  hair- 
dressing  duties ;  and,  with  comb  and  scissors  in  his  out- 
stretched hands,  he  stood  in  front  of  his  customer,  as  though 
time  were  no  object  with  him,  and  that  the  business  of  hair- 
cutting  could  be  continued  at  convenient  intervals  during  the 
progress  of  his  address.  Little  Mr.  Bouncer,  who  was  utterly 
indifferent  not  only  to  the  success  of  Tarver,  but  to  the  doom 
of  Barham,  thought  of  Crowquill's  sketch  of  the  talkative 
parrot  of  a  hairdresser,  who  says  to  the  bear,  upon  whose 
head  he  is  engaged,  "  Do  you  think  we  shall  have  a  war  with 
Eoosher,  sir  ?  "  To  which  the  old  bear  sulkily  replies,  "  Don'fc 
chatter,  sir;  but  dress  my  hair."  And,  further,  he  called  to 
mii}d  the  old  anecdote  how  a  person  in  his  position  had 
repeatedly  said  to  the  loquacious  barber,  "  Do  cut  it  short ! ;> 
until  the  barber,  accepting  the  adjuration  as  applied  not  to 
his  own  narrative,  but  to  his  customer's  hair,  replied,  "  I 
don't  think  it  can  be  cut  shorter,  sir ;  for  there  is  no  more 
hair  to  cut/'  Pondering  on  this  anecdote,  Mr.  Bouncer 
thought  it  wiser  to  hold  his  tongue,  and  to  sit,  like 
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Patience  on  the  oilcloth,  while  Mr.  Quickfall  harangued 
him. 

It  seemed  as  though  the  barber  of  Barham  might  have  said, 
"  Bid  me  discourse ;  I  will  enchant  thine  ear ; "  for  he, 
evidently,  must  have  entertained  a  strong  impression  of  his 
own  capability  for  a  monologue  entertainment.  Something 
that  he  had  said  in  reference  to  an  anonymous  letter  that  had 
been  forwarded  to  him  in  connection  with  that  terrible  Tarver 
business,  and  which  letter  Mr.  Quickfall  denounced  as  an 
impudent  forgery,  reminded  him  of  an  episode  in  his  younger 
years,  which,  as  a  matter  of  course,  Mr.  Quickfall  very 
leisurely  narrated,  the  while  he  made  a  full  pause  in  the 
operations  on  Mr.  Bouncer's  head. 

"  It  was  while  I  was  apprentice  to  Hopkins,  late  Nicholson, 
in  London,  that  I  was  sent  for  to  cut  a  party  at  his  own 
private  house.  A  very  pleasant  and  respectable  party  he 
was,  with  a  handsome  face,  bold  features  and  a  fine  physic. " 
By  which  Mr.  Quickfall  meant  pliysigue.  "  Most  affable  he 
was  in  his  conversation,  and % he  asked  me  what  I  had  heard 
about  the  reports  that  were  afloat  concerning  Marsh  and 
Stracey's  bank  in  Berners  Street.  I  told  him  all  that  I  knew, 
which  was  not  of  the  best ;  but,  he  seemed  to  think  that  it 
would  blow  over,  and  that  all  would  come  right.  Well,  sir, 
I  finished  cutting  that  party ;  and  it  wasn't  till  three  clays 
after  that  I  found  out  who  he  was.  He  was  Fauntleroy,  the 
banker  and  forger ;  Marsh  and  Stracey's  had  broke,  and  he 
was  in  prison.  Nothing  could  save  him ;  the  Bank  of 
England  lost  three  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  pounds  by 
him ;  and  he  was  condemned  to  die.  I  well  remember  the 
day ;  it  was  November  the  thirtieth,  1824.  Having  been  the 
last  person  to  cut  that  party,  my  governor  gave  me  leave  to  go 
and  see  the  execution  at  Newgate.  Such  a  crowd  I  have 
never  seen  before  or  since  ;  but,  Mr.  Fauntleroy  bore  himself 
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like  a  man,  and  passed  away  quite  quietly.     Yes,  sir ;  you  sec 
before  you  the  very  same  individual  who  was  the  last  person 
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to  cut  a  party  who  was  hung  for  forgeries  that  cost  the  Bank 
of  England  three  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  pounds."     Mr. 
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Quickfall  mentioned  this  sum  very  slowly  and  with  great 
unction,  as  though  the  extent  of  the  crime  in  some  way 
reflected  credit  upon  himself. 

"  I,  also,  must  cut  a  party,  for  I  must  cut  away  from  you," 
said  little  Mr.  Bouncer,  as  he  rose  to  his  feet,  and  endeavoured 
to  shake  himself  free  from  the  semblance  of  a  parcel.  "  I'm 
not  a  wedding  guest,  and  you're  not  an  ancient  mariner; 
and,  if  I  stop  to  hear  any  more  of  your  rummy  nuisances — 
that  is  to  say,  reminiscences — I  shall  miss  my  train." 

"  But,  I've  only  cut  your  hair  on  one  side,  sir !  "  remon- 
strated Mr.  Quickfall. 

"  All  the  same,  I  can't  wait  to  have  the  other  side  cut ;  so, 
I  must  journey  up  to  Town  half  shorn."  And  Mr.  Bouncer 
meant  what  he  said ;  for,  he  freed  himself  from  the  cotton 
•wrapper,  and,  despite  the  entreaties  of  Mr.  Quickfall,  quitted 
that  person's  spacious  hair- cutting  saloon,  its  proprietor  being 
"  left  lamenting,"  like  Lord  Ullin  in  Campbell's  ballad,  but 
firmly  refusing  to  take  his  customer's  sixpence,  on  the  ground 
that,  if  he  were  paid  for  an  incompleted  job,  it  might  provide 
his  implacable  foe,  Tarver,  with  a  stinging  taunt  against  him 
as  a  member  of  the  Town  Council  of  Barham. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

LITTLE    ME.    BOUNCER   IS   LANDED  AT  THE    "LITTLE   VILLAGE."     - 

ASTENING  from  the 
shop  of  the  too  communi- 
cative hair  dresser,  and 
leaving  to  future  cus- 
tomers the  task  of  dis- 
covering the  exact  dimen- 
sions of  the  spacious  hair- 
cutting  saloons  of  Mr. 
Quickfall,  and  also  to 
identify  the  competent 
staff  of  assistants  from  London  and  Paris,  who,  together  with 
the  spacious  saloons,  had  not  been  visible  to  the  naked  eye  of 
Mr.  Bouncer — that  gentleman  made  the  best  of  his  way 
through  the  little  market-town  to  the  Barham  Railway 
Station.  As  he  did  so,  and  thought  of  his  half-cropped  head 
of  hair,  the  following  scene  was  vividly  recalled  to  his 
memory. 

One  morning,  after  lectures  for  the  day  were  over,  he  had 
gone  into  Verdant  Green's  rooms,  and,  after  consoling  himself 
with  a  pipe,  had  said,  "  Giglamps,  old  fellow !  I  vote  we  do 
the  pretty  gee-gees  this  afternoon  !  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Verdant,  who  had  not  yet 
become  fully  acquainted  with  his  friend's  peculiar  phraseo- 
logy- 

"Why,  have  a  ride  instead  of  taking  a  constitutional,'* 
explained  Mr.  Bouncer. 
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"Oh,  certainly;  all  right!  I  shall  be  delighted,"  said 
Verdant. 

"  Then,  if  you're  delighted,  and  if  I'm  delighted  also," 
observed  Mr.  Bouncer,  "  we  shall  be  like  Ingoldsby's  '  Babes 
in  the  Wood ' — 

'  The  two  little  dears  were  delighted 
To  think  they  a  cock-horse  should  ride, 
And  were  not  in  the  least  degree  frighted.' 

You  won't  be  frighted  to  ride  a  cock-horse  now,  shall  you  ? 
now  that  you  have  got  that  easy-going  old  screw — no !  we 
won't  call  him  a  screw !  we'll  say,  that  noble  steed  of  Charley 
Symonds.  He's  warranted  not  to  toss  you  up  without 
catching  you  again,  isn't  he  ?  and  he  carries  you  as  though 
you  were  sitting  in  an  easy- chair  without  any  stuffing  in  the 
cushions,  doesn't  he  ?  If  you  keep  your  seat  as  well  as  you 
contrived  to  do  when  we  went  to  Woodstock  the  other  day, 
I  expect  you'll  be  bursting  into  verse,  like  Eliza  Cook  in 
breeches,  with  something  of  this  sort — 

I  love  it,  I  love  it,  and  who  can  tear 

My  seat  from  C.  Symonds's  old  bay  mare ! 

Singing's  thirsty  work,  Giglamps.  Why  don't  you  order 
some  beer,  you  ungrateful  wretch  ?  Shall  I  holloa  for 
Robert  ?  " 

Mr.  Verdant  Gr^en  gave  the  required  permission;  and 
Mr.  Filcher,  after  much  shouting,  eventually  brought  the 
desired  refreshment. 

"  Well,"  said  Mr.  Bouncer,  when  he  had  quenched  his 
thirst  and  ended  his  smoke,  "I'll  get  my  usual  hack  at 
Tollitt's,  and  join  you  at  Symonds's  after  lunch,  and  we'll 
have  a  canter  somewhere,  and,  perhaps,  a  decanter  after- 
wards. There's  a  fine  old  crusted  joke  for  you!  We  can 
supply  them  to  you  at  thirteen  to  the  dozen ;  country  orders 
executed  with  promptitude  and  despatch.  Well,  ta-ta, 
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Giglamps  !  you'll  be  on  the  look-out  for  me  at  the  gateway  in 
Holy  well  Street,  won't  you,  my  precious  ?  " 

So  it  was  agreed  upon.  But,  when  Mr.  Bouncer  went  to 
Tollitt's,  he  could  not  get  a  hack.  For  some  reason,  there 
was  a  great  demand  for  them  that  day. 

"  It's  what  we  may  call  a  haccident,  Mr.  Bouncer !  "  said 
the  stable-man. 

"  A  hack-sident,  did  you  say  ?  Why,  you're  setting  up 
quite  for  a  wit,  Joe !  we  must  call  you  Joe  Miller,  if  this  sort 
of  thing  goes  on.  You'll  be  saying  next  that,  instead  of  the 
horses  running,  there's  a  run  upon  the  horses."  The  stable- 
man grinned.  Mr.  Bouncer  was  a  favourite,  and  was  generally 
good  for  a  glass. 

The  little  gentleman  went  on  to  Pigg's ;  but,  every  horse 
in  those  stables  was  engaged,  except  one  that  was  being 
clipped.  The  operator  had  just  finished  one  side  of  the 
animal,  and  was  about  to  begin  work  on  the  other  side,  when 
Mr.  Bouncer  cried,  "  Hold  hard,  my  man !  I  must  have 
that  horse."  . 

"  But,  he's  only  half-clipped,  sir  !  9f 

"  Never  mind  !  a  sweater  will  do  him  good." 

"But,  he'll  look  so  queer!" 

"  Oh,  never  mind  that.  I'll  manage  to  present  his  broad- 
side view  to  the  public,  and  they'll  never  see  that  one  side's 
different  from  the  other."  So,  despite  further  protestations 
on  the  part  of  Mr.  Pigg's  man,  who  was  jealous  for  the 
honour  of  his  master's  stables,  Mr.  Bouncer  had  the  horse 
saddled,  and  rode  him  to  Holywell  Street.  He  found  Mr. 
Verdant  Green  in  front  of  Symonds's  gateway,  waiting  there 
on  foot,  being  fearful  to  mount  his  steed  before  his  friend's 
arrival,  lest  the  horse  should  become  fidgety  with  waiting, 
and  bring  him  to  grief,  untimely.  But,  the  easy-chair  bay 
mare  was  quickly  produced,  and  the  two  friends  went  for 


AND   HIS    FRIEND   VERDANT    GREEN. 


179 


their  ride  ;  nor  did  Verdant  notice  the  state  of  Mr.  Bouncer's 
half- clipped  horse;  but,  then,  the  eyesight  of  Mr.  Verdant 
Green  was  not  particularly  good. 


MR.    BOUNCER  S    HORSE    IS   A    SUBJECT   OF    DISPUTE. 


They  had  turned  their  horses'  heads  in  the  direction  of 
Oxford,  on  their  way  back  home,  when  Charles  Larkyns 
cantered  up  and  joined  them.  He  was  mounted  on  that  very 
hack  of  Tollitt's  that  was  usually  hired  by  Mr.  Bouncer; 
and,  after  a  few  moments'  scrutiny,  as  he  reined  in  his  horse 
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by  his  friend's  side,  lie  said,  "  Why,  you've  changed  your 
horse  since  you  started  !  " 

"Indeed,  I  haven't,"  replied  Mr.  Bouncer.  "Giglamps 
will  tell  you  it's  the  werry  identical.  There  is  no  deception, 
my  little  dear." 

"But,"  said  Charles  Larkyns,  "though  you  didn't  see  me, 
I  chanced  to  see  you,  just  as  you  and  Verdant  had  turned  out 
of  Holywell  Street ;  and  I'm  perfectly  sure  that  you  were 
then  on  a  mouse-colour  ;  and  this  is  a  bay." 

"A  bay!"  echoed  Mr.  Bouncer;  "why  where  are  your 
eyes,  old  boy  ?  there  must  be  some  defect  of  vision.  This  is 
the  mouse-coloured  hack.  What'll  you  bet?  a  bottle  of 
blacking?" 

"  I  could  lay  you  any  odds  that  this  is  certainly  a  bay,9' 
said  Charles  Larkyns. 

"  Now,  Giglamps,  you  shall  decide !  "  said  Mr.  Bouncer, 
who  was  riding  between  the  other  two.  "  Is  this  a  bay  or  a 
mouse-colour  ?  " 

"  Oh,  it  is  undoubtedly  a  mouse-colour !  "  said  Verdant, 
judicially;  as  though  he  was  an  authority  on  all  related  to 
horses. 

"  Well !  "  cried  Charles  Larkyns,  "  then  all  I  can  say  is, 
I  never  saw  a  mouse-coloured  before  ! " 

"  But,  did  you  ever  see  one  behind  ? ".  asked  little  Mr. 
Bouncer,  as  he  took  his  hack  a  few  paces  in  advance,  and 
then  slowly  turned  him  round,  in  such  a  way  that  the  clipped 
and  undipped  sides  were  distinctly  seen,  and  the  subject  of 
the  dispute  was  at  once  made  clear.  Charles  Larkyns  de- 
clared that  he  would  write  a  parody  on  the  fables  of  "  The 
Chameleon"  and  "The  Knights  and  the  Shield."  It  was 
evident  that  there  could  be  two  sides  to  every  question, 
including  that  of  a  horse's  colour. 

Turning   over  this  circumstance  in   his   mind,  little*  Mr, 
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Bouncer  rapidly  made  Ms  way  to  the  Barham  Station.  In- 
telligence had  been  received  that  the  line  was  now  cleared, 
and  the  train  for  London  was  expected  every  minute.  He 
went  to  the  sliding  panel  in  the  wooden  screen,  where,  as  in 
a  frame,  he  saw  the  head  and  shoulders  of  the  youthful  and 
nnwholesome-looking  ticket-taker,  whose  aspect  had  sug- 
gested his  living  upon  pickles.  Then  he  released  Huz  and 
Buz  from  their  detention  in  the  lamp-and-grease  room,  and 
refused,  on  their,  and  his  own,  behalf,  the  proffer  of  more 
mutton-pies  and  ginger-beer  from  the  peripatetic  refresh- 
ment-room. Then  the  delayed  train  came,  screaming  through 
the  deep  cutting,  and  pulled  up  at  the  Barham  platform, 
where  Huz  and  Buz  were  hastily  thrust  into  the  guard's  van, 
and  Mr.  Bouncer  was,  as  speedily,  hurried  into  a  carriage, 
half  filled  with  ladies  and  children,  in  whose  company  he  was, 
of  course,  deprived  of  the  solace  of  a  smoke.  This,  however, 
did  not  affect  his  safe  arrival  in  London ;  and,  in  due  course, 
he  found  himself  landed  at  "  the  little  village,"  and,  as  he 
held  Huz  and  Buz  by  their  chain,  replying  to  the  porter's 
question,  "  'Ansom  or  four-wheel,  sir  ?  " 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

I,I7TLE   MR.   BOUNCER   IS   TAKEN   CAPTIVE    BY   THE    FRENCH. 

AB  ISTo.  7542,  a  four- 
wheeler,  rattled  through 
the  London  streets,  and 
passing  Covent  Garden 
Market,  set  down  Mr. 
Bouncer  and  Huz  and 
Buz  at  the  Old  Hum- 
mums.  The  little  gentle- 
man always  patronised 
this  hotel  when  he  visited 
town  unaccompanied  by  his  mother  and  sister;  but,  when 
they  were  with  him,  they  all  stayed  at  Morley's — the  Old 
Hummums,  for  some  reason,  declining  to  lodge  ladies  within 
its  comfortable  walls,  and,  therefore,  necessitating  the  taking 
of  Mr.  Bouncer's  women-kind  to  other  quarters.  Huz  and 
13 uz  were  far  more  troublesome  fellow-travellers  than  were 
Mrs.  and  Miss  Bouncer,  for  they  demanded  a  great  deal  of 
thought  and  attention  as  to  their  board  and  lodging ;  and, 
when  in  strange  quarters,  they  howled  so  pertinaciously  and 
dismally,  that  they  constituted  themselves  into  a  gigantic 
nuisance  that  could  not  be  tolerated  over  a  second  night's 
stay,  without  a  demand  being  made  from  the  sufferers  for  the 
intervention  of  the  police.  Mr.  Bouncer,  however,  was 
enabled  to  make  such  arrangements  for  the  lodgment  of  his 
dogs  that  there  seemed  a  reasonable  hope  that  the  sleep  of 
the  sojourners  in  the  Old  Hummums  would  not,  on  that 
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night,  be  disturbed  by  the  discordant  bowlings  of  Huz 
and  Buz. 

After  luncheon,  Mr.  Bouncer  thought  that  he  would  make 
a  call  upon  Messrs.  Stump  and  Rowdy.  They  were  the  indi- 
viduals who,  according  to  the  little  gentleman's  own  language, 
had  got  all  his  tin  or  property  until  he  came  of  age,  and  only 
let  him  have  money  at  certain  times,  because  it  was  tied  up, 
as  they  facetiously  termed  it ;  though,  why  they  had  tied  it 
up,  and  where  they  had  tied  it  up,  Mr.  Bouncer  had  no  more 
idea  than  had  the  two  dogs  that  he  had  left  tied  up  in  the 
little  yard  at  the  rear  of  the  Old  Hummums.  But,  he  now 
desired  to  extract  some  "tin"  from  these  gentlemen — his 
purse,  at  the  end  of  the  Oxford  summer  term,  having  shrunk 
to  the  smallest  dimensions ;  a  circumstance  by  no  means 
peculiar  to  Mr.  Bouncer.  It,  therefore,  became  necessary  for 
him  to  work  the  tin-mine,  and  to  extract  the  highest  possible 
sum  from  his  purse-bearers. 

When  he  had  started  on  his  way  to  Stump  and  Rowdy's, 
it  occurred  to  him  that  his  half-cropped  head'  of  hair  might 
present  an  appearance  that  would  be,  to  say  the  least,  pe- 
culiar. In  fact,  he  wondered  what  effect  it  had  already 
produced  upon  the  waiters  at  the  Old  Hummums,  and  upon 
the  stately  old  lady  who  presided  over  the  bar.  He,  there- 
fore, decided  to  turn  into  the  nearest  hairdresser's  shop,  and 
there  to  obtain  the  completion  of  that  tonsorial  process  that 
had  been  commenced  by  Mr.  Quickfall  at  Barham.  When  he 
came  to  this  resolution,  he  was  in  the  near  neighbourhood  of 
Leicester  Square ;  and,  if  he  had  troubled  himself  to  think 
twice  on  the  subject,  he  might  have  concluded  that  he  should 
infallibly  enter  the  shop  of  a  foreigner.  Such  was  the  case. 
Passing  into  a  hairdresser's  shop,  bright  with  gilding  and 
mirrors — neat,  clean,  and  polished,  tasteful  and  elegant  in 
all  its  appointments,  and,  in  a  word,  an'  utter  contrast  to  the 
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poky  and  dirty  "  spacious  hair-cutting  saloon  "  of  the  Barham 
Barber,  Mr.  Bouncer  found  himself  in  the  presence  of  the 
proprietor  of  the  establishment,  who  was  so  decidedly  French, 
that,  as  was  soon  apparent,  he  had  not  picked  up  sufficient 
English  to  enable  him  to  converse  with  such  a  true-born 
Briton  as  was  Mr.  Bouncer. 

It  was  that  little  gentleman's  misfortune,  rather  than  his 
fault,  that,  although  he  had  been  taught  Greek  and  Latin, 
both  at  school  and  college,  he  had  never  been  instructed  in 
the  tongue  spoken  on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel.  Per- 
haps, the  knowledge  of  French  was  expected  to  be  developed 
spontaneously,  and  to  come  in  the  course  of  nature,  like  the 
growth  of  whiskers ;  but,  as  yet,  Nature  had  neither  favoured 
Mr.  Bouncer  with  whiskers  nor  the  capacity  to  speak  French. 
Therefore,  he  was  only  able  to  make  signs  to  this  second  of 
the  brace  of  barbers  who  chanced  to  be  his  tonsors  on  that 
day,  and  to  take  a  seat  and  point  to  his  hair,  and  say, 
n  pigeon-English  that  he  fancied  would  be  intelligible  to 
the  Frenchman — "  De  hair — cut — sivoo  play  ?  "  Litfte  Mr. 
Bouncer  was  rather  pleased  at  being  able  to  produce  this 
genuine  fragment  of  French. 

Probably  (very  probably !)  he  did  not  give  it  the  genuine 
Parisian  accent,  and  the  proprietor  of  the  establishment  may 
have  at  once  discerned  that  he  was  an  insular  personage  who 
was  not  conversant  with  the  language  of  grace  and  civilisa- 
tion ;  for,  he  replied,  in  the  very  best  English  that  he  could 
produce  for  the  occasion,  "De  har  ?  var  goot !  "  Then  he 
tucked  him  up  in  a  wrapper,  and,  as  he  briskly  combed  out 
his  hair,  said,  "  From  de  contree  ?  ha,  ha  !  jusso  ! "  Mr. 
Bouncer  felt  inclined  to  further  air  his  little  stock  of  French 
by  answering,  "  "We,  Mossoo  !  "  but  he  timely  reflected  that 
this  display  of  knowledge  might  plunge  him  into  colloquial 
difficulties  out  of  which  the  mossoo  would  alone  rise  tri- 
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nmphant ;  and,  therefore,  as  he  felt  that  he  would  be  unable  to 
frame  a  reply  to  further  remarks,  he  thought  it  best  to  grunt 
out  a  monosyllabic  "  Yes  ! "  and  to  wonder  within  himself — 
whatever  will  the  Mossoo  think  of  Mr.  QuickfalFs  hair- 
cutting  ? 

Mossoo  had  relapsed  into  silence,  and,  perhaps  as  a  token 
that  he  had  no  desire  to  force  his  customer  into  an  unwished- 
for  conversation,  had  politely  placed  in  his  hands  a  news- 
paper, wherewith  he  might  beguile  himself  during  the  tedium 
of  the  hair  cutting.  It  was  a  copy  of  the  Journal  des  D  Slats; 
and,  to  Mr.  Bouncer,  it  might  as  well  have  been  a  page  of 
Chinese,  or  a  sheet  of  cuneiform  inscriptions. 

If,  before  entering  the  shop,  he  could  but  have  glanced 
at  a  book  of  French  and  English  conversation,  he 
might,  by  its  aid,  have  been  able  to  say  to  the  hair- 
dresser, with  an  approximate  imitation  of  his  own  lan- 
guage— 

"  I  wish  my  hair  cut.  I  wish  it  cut  short.  I  wish  it 
cut  not  too  short.  I  wish  it  left  long  behind.  I  wish  it 
left  short  behind.  I  wish  the  curls  over  the  ears  to  be 
preserved.  I  wish  it  to  be  parted  on  the  left  side.  I 
wish  it  to  be  parted  on  the  right  side.  I  wish  it  to  be 
parted  at  the  back.  I  wish  it  not  to  be  parted  at  the 
back.  I  wish  the  whiskers  to  be  trimmed.  I  wish  the 
whiskers  not  to  be  touched.  I  wish  you  to  shampoo  me.  I 
do  not  wish  you  to  shampoo  me.  You  may  put  some  grease 
to  my  hair.  I  desire  that  you  do  not  put  any  wash  to  my  head. 
I  hope  your  brushes  are  clean.  Have  you  a  clean  comb  ? 
Can  you  supply  me  with  cosmetics,  fancy-soaps,  tooth- 
brushes, bandoline,  pomades,  hair-oil,  combs,  hair-pins,  curl- 
ing-tongs, hair-brushes,  shaving-cream,  razors,  scent,  and 
articles  for  the  toilette  ?  " 

But,    Mr.    Bouncer  was    not   provided  with    a    copy   of 
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such  a  work  as  this — which,  it  may  be  presumed,  would 
be  published  by  the  Society  for  the  Confusion  of  Useless 
Knowledge,  and,  therefore,  he  was  cut  off  from  the  pos- 
sibility of  chattering  to  the  hairdresser  in  his  native  French 
— as  pronounced  at  Stratford-at-Bowe — which,  perhaps,  was 
not  of  much  consequence;  for,  unless  the  hairdresser  had 
replied  in  the  words,  and  with  the  accent,  set  down  for  him 
in  the  Guide,  Mr.  Bouncer  would  have  been  left  all  abroad 
in  the  conversation. 

As  it  was,  both  he  and  Mossoo  kept  silence ;  and,  as  he* 
held  the  Journal  of  an  unknown  tongue  in  his  hands,  he  could 
not  but  reflect  how  very  unlike  this  Parisian  hairdresser  of 
"  the  little  village  "  was  to  the  barber  of  Barham. 

French  taste  reigned  around  him,  and  French  sights  and 
sounds  met  his  ears  and  eyes. 

A  few  hours  since  he  was  in  Mr.  QuickfalPs  unmistakably 
English  shop  at  Barham,  and  now  he  might  have  been  in 
the  heart  of  Paris  for  all  that  he  could  see  or  hear  to  the 
contrary. 

A  young  and  fashionably  dressed  woman  was  standing  011 
the  other  side  of  the  brightly  polished  counter,  who  was 
evidently  Mossoo's  wife;  at  any  rate,  he  called  her 
"  Therese,"  and  she  addressed  him  as  "Auguste." 

To  this  elegant  lady  there  Centered  a  sprucely  attired 
gentleman,  who,  with  much  gesticulation  and  shoulder- 
shrugging,  engaged  her,  over  the  counter,  in  a  lively  conver- 
sation in  French,  the  while  he  purchased  something  "  pour  la 
toilette. " 

To  all  this  "jabber" — as  he  was  disposed  linguistically 
to  pronounce  it — Mr.  Bouncer  listened  as  in  a  dream,  and 
as  though  he  were  in  a  foreign  land,  and  not  in  the  midst 
of  the  great  roaring  Babel  that  he  had  figuratively  termed 
"  the  little  village." 
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He  sat,  tucked  up  in  his  wrapper,  -with  the  French  un- 
readable newspaper  spread  out  over  his  knees,  while  the 
silent  perruquier  worked  vigorously  at  his  hair,  with  a 


LITTLE   MR.   BOUNCER  PORMS  THE  ACQUAINTANCE   0*   MOSSOO  AND 
ALPHONSE. 

couple  of  brushes,  almost  dancing  round  him,  in  a  rapid 
movement,  very  different  to  the  slow,  ponderous  motion  and 
tedious  loquacity  of  Mr.  9yuickfall,  of  Barham. 
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"  Of  the  brace  of  barbers  that  I  have  bagged  to-day," 
thought  Mr.  Bouncer,  "  give  me  Mossoo." 

Then  he  heard  Madame  calling  "Alphonse!  Alphonse !  " 
and  Mr.  'Bouncer  thought  to  himself,  "this  Alphonse  is, 
doubtless,  an  assistant,  who  will  enter  all  grimace  and 
smirk." 

But  a  patter  of  little  feet  upon  the  floor  soon  showed  him 
that  "Alphonse"  was  a  small,  white,  quaintly  cropped 
poodle,  who  at  once  trotted  tip  to  Mr.  Bouncer,  and  looked 
knowingly  in  his  face,  apparently  seeing,  with  an  intelligent 
glance,  that  his  master's  customer  was  a  friend  to  dogs. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

LITTLE    MR.  BOUNCER    DEPARTS    FROM    MOSSOO'S    IN    COMPANY 
WITH    ALPHONSE. 


URIOUSLY  regarding  the 
quaint-looking  poodle,  who 
answered  to  the  name  of 
"  Alphonse,"  and  who  had 
trotted  up  to  him  with  so 
much  confident  friendli-  \ 
ness,  Mr.  Bouncer  thought 
that,  if  he  only  knew 
enough  of  the  French  lan- 
guage, he  would  venture  to 
make  a  bid  for  this  funny 
specimen  of  the  canine  spe- 
cies— whose  nature  was  so 
improved  (?)  by  art — and 
would  take  it  home  with 
him  as  a  present  to  his 
sister,  ana  as  a  possible  companion  to  Huz  and  Buz  during 
the  months  of  the  Long  Vacation. 

He  wondered  what  his  own  two  dogs,  with  their  sturdy 
English  breed  and  manners,  would  have  to  say  to  such  a 
funny  little  foreigner;  and  he  thought  that  it  might  prove 
a  great  joke  to  introduce  Alphonse  to  Huz  and  Buz. %  It  ap- 
peared, moreover,  that  Alphonse  was  a  poodle  of  intelligence 
as  well  as  friendliness  ;  for  he  sat  up  on  his  hind  legs  before 
Mr.  Bouncer,  wagged  his  tail,  cocked  his  head  knowingly  on 
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one  side,  and  was  evidently  prepared,  on  the  slightest  invita- 
tion, to  display  all  the  tricks  that  he  had  acquired.  But  a 
few  words  from  his  master,  informing  Alphonse  that  he  was  a 
nuisance,  a  pig,  and  a  camel  for  thus  intruding  himself  upon  a 
strange  gentleman,  had  the  immediate  effect  of  depressing  j 
that  sagacious  animal's  spirits,  and  bringing  him  once  again 
to  his  normal  position.  So,  Alphonse,  resuming  the  use  of  his 
four  legs,  trotted  round  the  counter  to  Madame,  who  talked 
to  him  in  her  native  tongue. 

Mr.  Bouncer  was  very  much  struck  with  this  circumstance. 
The  poodle  knew  French ;  and  he  himself,  was  ignorant  of 
that  language  !  Was  this  to  be  accepted  as  a  sarcasm  on  the 
curriculum  of  education  that  obtained  at  the  schools  and 
colleges  of  his  native  land  ?  Mr.  Bouncer  merely  gave  this 
question  a  fleeting  thought,  and  then  dismissed  it  from  his 
mind.  Yet,  the  fact  of  the  canine  intelligence  of  Alphonse 
appeared  to  him  to  surpass  the  case  of  Sterne's  Sentimental 
Traveller,  who,  on  first  landing  on  French  ground,  was  so 
much  astonished  to  find  that  even  little  common  children 
could  speak  French.  Albert  Smith,  too,  in  his  "  Overland 
Mail "  entertainment,  confessed  that  the  same  thought  had 
passed  through  his  own  mind;  and  that  he  was  unable  to 
repress  a  feeling  of  surprise  at  hearing  the  peasant  children 
fluently  conversing  in  a  language  that  we,  in  England,  com- 
monly associated  with  ideas  of  refinement  and  education. 
Such  a  circumstance  is,  indeed,  a  continued  source  of  won- 
derment to  the  average  British  tourist. 

But,  to  Mr.  Bouncer's  mind,  the  present  instance  was  far 
more  striking  than  the  case  of  the  travelled  Briton  who,  for 
the  first  time,  hears  French  prattled  by  illiterate  children. 

Here  was  a  dog  who  could  understand  the  language  spoken 
by  a  Parisian,  and  who,  in  that  respect,  was  in  advance  of  Mr. 
Bouncer  in  intelligence.  If  he  made  a  bid  for  Alphonse, 
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should  he  be  able  to  instruct  that  quaint-looking  poodle  in  the 
English  tongue,  and  to  talk  to  him  much  in  the  same  way 
that  he  spoke  his  mind,  and  gave  his  orders  to  Huz  and  Buz  ? 
Then  it  occurred  to  him,  that  his  sister  Fanny  could  speak 
French,  and  that  she  would  be  able,  if  needful,  to  address 
Alphonse  in  his  native  tongue.  He  determined,  if  it  were 
possible,  to  purchase  the  poodle,  and  to  take  it  home  with 
him,  as  a  present  to  his  sister. 

Monsieur  Auguste  removed  the  wrapper  from  Mr.  Bouncer, 
and,  by  significant  gestures,  explained  to  him  that  the  opera- 
tion of  haircutting  was  at  an  end,  and  bade  him  regard 
himself  in  the  mirror  that  surmounted  a  small  marble,  set 
upon  a  gilt  bracket.  Mr.  Bouncer,  accordingly,  laid  down 
the  unperused  Journal  des  Debats,  and  advanced  to  the 
mirror.  There  he  was  confronted  by  a  reflection  in  which  he 
had  some  little  difficulty  in  recognizing  himself.  His  hair 
had  been  cropped  quite  short  all  over  the  head,  and  parted, 
severely,  in  the  middle,  from  the  nape  of  his  neck,  straight 
over  the  crown,  to  the  forehead.  Monsieur  stood  behind  him, 
evidently  regarding  his  work  with  considerable  satisfaction, 
and  accepting  it  as  a  triumph  of  his  art.  He  had  trans- 
formed the  appearance  of  the  young  gentleman  "from  de 
contree  "  to  that  of  the  civilised  dweller  in  the  gayest  city  in 
Europe.  Monsieur  was  an  artist,  and  not  a  barbarian  like 
the  barber  of  Barham. 

The  first  thought  of  Mr.  Bouncer,  as  he  gazed  upon  the 
mirrored  reflection,  was,  "  Well !  Mossoo  has  been  and  gone 
and  done  it,  and  no  mistake  !  it  is  a  regular  Newgate  crop  !  " — 
an  idea  that  would  have  scandalised  the  professor  of  the 
scissors.  It  was,  therefore,  quite  as  well  that  the  little 
gentleman  kept  his  thoughts  to  himself.  The  deed  was  done, 
and  he  could  not  undo  it.  His  hair  was  cropped  ;  and  not  all 
the  hair  restoratives  in  Mossoo's  shop  could  make  it  grow 
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again,  with  a  mustard-and-cress  celerity,  so  that  it  might 
resume  its  usual  length  and  appearance  before  he  presented 
himself  to  the  admiring  gaze  of  his  mother  and  sister.  He 
must  make  the  best  of  a  bad  bargain ;  so,  by  pantomimic 
action,  he  signified  to  Mossoo  that  he  approved  of  his  work, 
and  he  held  out  to  him  half  a  crown,  in  order  that  he  might 
give  him  what  change  he  thought  proper. 

Then  he  proceeded  to  the  dog-dealing  business  that  he  had 
in  view;  and,  in  order  to  make  himself  more  intelligible, 
framed  his  question  in  broken  English — "  How  much  you  sell 
little  dog,  eh  ?"  while  Alphonse  frisked  about,  and  stood  on 
his  hind  legs,  and  went  through  all  his  little  performances,  as 
though  he  would  say — See  what  a  clever  dog  I  am,  and  don't 
insult  my  feelings  by  offering  a  small  sum  for  a  poodle  of 
intellect. 

It  is  not,  by  any  means,  an  easy  matter  to  negotiate  a 
transaction,  when  the  terms  of  the  bargain  have  to  be  debated 
in  broken  English,  greatly  assisted,  it  is  true,  by  expressive 
pantomime,  but  damped  in  intelligibility  by  a  strong  infusion 
of  a  language  that  is  utterly  unknown  to  one  of  the  con- 
tracting parties.  It  was  evident  to  Mr.  Bouncer,  that 
Madame  was  protesting  to  Auguste  that  she  should  be 
desolated  by  the  loss  of  her  cherished  Alphonse  ;  and  it  was 
equally  evident  to  him — more,  however,  by  gesture  than  by 
words — that  Monsieur  was  expostulating  with  his  charming 
Therese,  and  demonstrating  to  her,  with  voluble  eloquence, 
that  the  young  man  from  the  country  would  amply  compensate 
them  for  the  loss  of  a  troublesome  pig  of  a  dog.  Eventually, 
Mossoo  gained  the  day ;  gold  triumphed  over  affection  ;  and 
Mr.  Bouncer  was  made  aware  that  the  small  French  poodle 
could  become  his  property,  in  exchange  for  the  sovereigns 
that  he  had  laid  upon  the  counter.  Madame  caught  up 
Alphonse,  and  embraced  him  with  effusion,  while  Mr. 
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Bouncer  discreetly  turned  his  head  and  placed  his  hat  upon 
it ;  whereupon,  in  consequence  of  the  close  cropping  that  he 
had  undergone,  it  slipped  down  to  his  eyes. 

Hallo  !  thought  the  little  gentleman ;  Mossoo's  mowed  me 
so  short  that  my  tile's  too  big  for  my  head.  It's  a  regular 
case  of  Box  and  Cox ;  and  I  might  exclaim  with  Mr.  Cox, 
the  journeyman  hatter — "  I've  half  a  mind  to  register  an 
oath  that  I'll  never  have  my  hair  cut  again !  I  look  as  if  I 
had  just  been  cropped  for  the  militia ;  and  I  was  particularly 
emphatic  in  my  instructions  to  the  hairdresser  only  to  cut  the 
ends  off.  He  must  have  thought  I  meant  the  other  ends ! 
Mossoo  has  evidently  cut  the  other  ends  ;  and,  like  Mr.  Cox, 
my  hat  that  fitted  me  quite  tight  before,  now  slips  over  my 
eyes ;  but,  unlike  Mr.  Cox,  I  have  not  got  two  or  three 
other  hats ;  so,  I  shall  have  to  buy  a  new  one." 

This  incident  diverted  Madame's  attention,  and  she  re- 
leased Alphonse  in  order  to  stuff  some  cotton- wool  inside  the 
lining  of  Mr.  Bouncer's  hat,  who  thought,  as  he  put  it  on,  "  As 
Cox  said,  it  wabbles  about  rather  less,  and  I  can  manage  to 
keep  it  on  my  head."  Then  he  called  a  cab,  and  bade  adieu  to 
Madame,  who  delicately  wiped  away  a  tear,  as  she  bestowed 
a  parting  kiss  on  the  little  white  poodle.  Mossoo  politely 
handed  Alphonse  into  the  cab,  and  Mr.  Bouncer  drove  back 
to  the  old  Hummums,  to  place  his  new  purchase  in  safe 
quarters,  apart  from  Huz  and  Buz. 


CHAPTER    THE    LAST. 

. 

UTTLE   MR.   BOUNCER    RETURNS   TO   THE   HOME    OF   HIS   ANCESTORS. 


shed  its  silvery 
lustre  over  the 
fair     landscape 
in  the  midst  of 
which  stood  the 
large  and  com- 
fortable    old 
house,     known 
as  Gay's  Court, 
•the  home  of  Mr. 
Bouncer  andhis 
ancestors  for  many  generations 
The  cold  beams  fell  upon  the 
village  church;  softening  its  hoar 
austerity,  and, 

Leaving  that  beautiful  which  still  wa3 
so; 

though  this  Byronic  quotation 
could  scarcely  be  continued, 
And  making  that  which  was  not, 

as  regarded  the  grotesque  gurgoyles  ;  for,  no  natural  or  arti- 
ficial light  could  ever  make  such  stony  monsters  beautiful  : 
and  a  bewildered  owl,  coming  suddenly  upon  one  of  them, 
might  have  dropped  its  prey  out  of  its  claws,  from  sheer  alarm. 
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The  moonbeams  also  penetrated  the  little  yard  at  the  rear 
of  the  Old  Hummums,  where  Huz  and  Buz  had  been  housed 
for  the  night,  and  where  Alphonse  was  bewailing  his  sepa- 
ration from  Madame  in  a  lugubrious  French  recitative,  to 
which  Huz  and  Buz  added  an  English  chorus,  by  way  of 
sympathy. 

If  their  united  voices — and,  as  Mrs.  Gamp  said,  "  their  howls 
was  organs" — kept  any  one  awake,  it  was  certainly  not  their 
master,  who  slept  in  the  front  of  the  hotel,  and  whose  sound 
slumbers  were  not  even  disturbed  by  the  rumble  of  the  early 
market-carts  that  brought  the  treasures  of  the  garden  and 
orchard  to  Covent  Garden  Market. 

Mr.  Bouncer  bought  a  new  hat,  that  fitted  his  cropped  head 
somewhat  better  than  did  his  old  one ;  he  also  restored  the 
parting  of  his  hair  to  its  usual  place,  and,  as  much  as  was 
possible  under  impossible  circumstances,  brushed  his  hair  to 
make  it  assume  its  ordinary  appearance.  He  also  called  upon 
Messrs.  Stump  and  Rowdy  on  that  important  matter  which 
he  designated  as  "forking  out  tin:"  and,  from  the  little 
gentleman's  pleased  appearance  at  the  end  of  the  interview, 
there  was  reason  to  believe  that  the  "  tin  "  had  been  forked 
out  in  a  highly  satisfactory  manner. 

He  set  out  for  home  the  next  day,  accompanied  by  Alphonse 
and  Huz  and  Buz,  to  whom  he  had  explained  that  the 
queer-looking  little  French  poodle  was  intended  as  a  present 
to  his  sister,  and  would  not  in  any  way  supplant  them  in  his 
own  affections. 

The  Great  Western  carried  him  quickly  by  Reading  and  on 
to  Swindon ;  and,  as  he  journeyed,  and  thought  of  the  brace 
of  barbers  under  whose  hands  he  had  placed  himself,  Mr. 
Bouncer  was  not  only  reminded  of  the  incident  of  his  half- 
clipped  horse,  but  also  of  another  circumstance  that  had 
recently  come  within  his  knowledge.  It  was  this  : 
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One  of  the  Brazenfacemen,  Kelly  by  name,  but  usually  known 
either  by  the  sobriquet  of  "  The  Wild  Irishman  "  or  the  shorter 
name  of  "  Paddy,"  had  driven  over  to  Woodstock,  and  had 
there  met  with  a  "Maudlin"  Hall  man  named  Blather wyck, 
who  was  in  a  very  maudlin  state,  and  far  from  sober.  Now, 
this  Blatherwyck  was  not  a  very  popular  man  in  his  College, 
being  far  from  agreeable  in  his  manners  and  distinguished 
for  nothing  in  particular,  unless  it  was  for  a  pair  of  large 
bushy  whiskers  of  which  he  was  exceedingly  vain,  and  to  the 
curling  of  which  he  was  believed  to  devote  much  of  his  mind 
and  leisure  hours.  His  whiskers,  moreover,  had  earned  for 
him  the  cognomen  of  "Esau."  When  Paddy  found  that 
Esau  was  not  able  to  take  due  care  of  himself,  he  put  him  in 
his  own  cart,  and  drove  him  back  to  Oxford.  With  the 
assistance  of  men  of  his  own  College,  Blatherwyck  was  put 
to  bed ;  when  it  suddenly  occurred  to  one  of  the  party  that  it 
•would  be  a  great  lark  to  shave  off  one  of  Esau's  pet  whiskers. 
This  was  accordingly  done,  and  the  slumberer  was  left  to 
sleep  off  the  effect  of  his  potations. 

Meanwhile,  his  father,  who  was  a  country  rector,  had  come 
up  to  Oxford  for  the  Commemoration,  and  had  called,  late  in 
the  evening,  at  his  son's  rooms ;  but,  not  finding  him  in,  had 
gone  back  to  the  Star.  The  first  thing  in  the  morning  the 
elder  Mr.  Blatherwyck  returned  to  his  son's  rooms,  with  the 
intention  of  having  breakfast  with  him. 

He  found  the  breakfast  already  laid  in  the  sitting-room, 
and,  hearing  a  snore  from  the  bed-room,  walked  in  and 
saw  his  son  asleep  in  the  bed,  with  his  whiskerless  cheek 
uppermost. 

Now,  as  he  knew  that  his  son  possessed  a  remarkably 
fine  pair  of  whiskers,  it  was  at  once  evident  to  him  that 
the  individual  who  was  snoring  in  bed  in  the  dimly-lighted 
room  was  not  his  first-born,  and  that  he,  Mr.  Blatherwyck, 
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must  have  made  a  mistake,  and  had  entered  the  rooms  of  a 
stranger. 

He,  therefore,  at  once  beat  a  retreat,  and  went  down  into 
the  Quad,  where  he  met  a  scout,  to  whom  he  politely  said, 
"  Will  you  be  good  enough  to  direct  me  to  Mr.  Blather- 
wyck's  rooms  ?  "  "  The  first  pair  to  the  left,  sir,"  replied 
the  scout,  pointing  to  the  staircase.  "  But  I  have  just  come 
from  there,"  said  the  other,  "  and  they  are  not  my  son's 
rooms."  "  They  are  Mr.  Blather wyck's  rooms,  sir,"  replied 
the  scout,  "  and  I  took  his  breakfast  there  not  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  ago.  He  was  in  bed.  I  think  he  had  been 
making  hisself  pleasant  last  night.  You'll  find  them  all 
right,  sir — first  pair  to  the  left." 

"  Very  odd !  "  thought  the  country  rector,  as  he  walked 
back  to  the  rooms,  and  again  heard  the  snoring  of  the 
slumberer.  He  picked  up  several  books,  and,  in  each  of 
them,  saw  his  son's  name.  In  various  parts  of  the  room 
he  also  recognized  articles  that  he  knew  belonged  to  his 
son.  But  the  gentleman  who  was  snoring  in  bed  could 
not  be  his  son,  for  there  was  no  whisker  on  his  upturned 
cheek.  Some  other  man  must  have  got  into  his  son's  bed ! 
He  would  go  and  wake  up  the  intruder,  and  ask  him  if 
Mr.  Blatherwyck  was  coming  to  breakfast. 

With  this  intent  he  went  to  the  bed,  and  gave  its  occu- 
pant a  hearty  shake.  To  his  great  surprise,  the  roused 
slumberer  turned  round  his  head,  and  displayed  one  well 
known  whisker,  and  the  features  of  his  son.  The  son's 
question,  "  Hallo,  Governor !  where  did  you  spring  from  ?  " 
was  answered  by  the  father's  question,  "  Why,  Tom  !  where's 
your  other  whisker  ?  "  "  My  other  what  ?  "  "  Whisker  !  " 

The  unhappy  undergraduate  placed  his  hand  to  his  cheek, 
and  felt,  with  a  bitter  pang,  that  it  was  denuded  of  its  hirsute 
attraction.  Then  he  sprang  from  his  bed,  and  rushed  to  the 
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looking-glass,    and  there   saw  the  peculiar  figure  that  was 
presented  to  his  view. 

"  It's  that  wild  Irishman !  "  he  cried,  as  he  vowed  vengeance 
on  the  perpetrator  of  the  deed. 

"  Make  a  clean  breast  of  it,  Tom,  and  tell  me  how  it  all 
happened,"  said  his  father. 

So,  poor  Esau  made  a  clean  breast  of  it,  and  told 
his  father  everything — what  he  had  done  at  Woodstock, 
and  how  Kelly  had  driven  him  back  to  College,  and  put  him 
to  bed. 

"  Let  it  be  a  warning  to  you,  Tom,  never  to  get  tipsy 
again,"  said  his  father.  "  If  you  acquire  tippling  habits,  you 
will  lose  what  will  be  worth  more  to  you  than  a  whisker." 
The  son  promised  amendment,  and  they  sat  down  to  break- 
fast ;  after  which,  Blather wyck  shaved  off  his  other  pet 
whisker,  and  appeared  at  the  Commemoration  festivities, 
looking  so  altered  that  his  friends  scarcely  recognized  him. 
It  was  but  a  sorry  consolation  to  assure  him  that,  before  the 
end  of  the  Long  Vacation,  his  whiskers  would  have  grown 
again,  and  would  be  as  fascinating  as  ever.  As  for  Paddy, 
he  disowned  the  deed,  and  it  never  could  be  proved  against 
him. 

Little  Mr.  Bouncer  thought  of  this  incident  as  he  was 
whirled  towards  his  home,  and  wondered  whether  his  own 
cropped  head  of  hair  would  grow  as  quickly  as  Blatherwyck's 
whiskers. 

On  from  Swindon,  the  train  hurried  him  to  Gloucester; 
then  Boss  was  reached,  and  at  Hereford  he  had  come  to 
the  termination  of  his  railway  journey. 

There,  according  to  his  instructions,  his  groom  was  in 
waiting,  with  a  saddle-horse  and  the  Whitechapel  cart.  The 
luggage  and  three  dogs  were  placed  in  the  latter;  Mr. 
Bouncer  mounted  the  former,  and  galloped  away  to  Gay's 
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Court,  where  his  mother  and  sister  were  delighted  to  see 
him,  and  where  he  once  again  found  himself  in  the  home  of 
his  ancestors. 


LITTLE  MR.   BOUNCES  ARRIVES  AT   HOMB. 

Under  what  more  favourable  circumstances  could  we  leave 
the  little  gentleman  ? 

Ladies    and    gentlemen!      Mr.   Bouncer   makes   his  best 
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bow  to  yon,  and  thanks  you  for  having  tolerated  his 
society.  He  has  been  well  pleased  to  meet  you,  and  hopes 
that  you  also  may  have  experienced  some  little  pleasure 
in  meeting  him.  And  now  he  must  say  "  Good  bye ! " 
haying  got  to 

THE    END. 
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2.  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF  OLIVER   GOLDSMITH. 

Comprising  his  Letters,  Essays,  Plays,  and  Poems.  With  a 
Memoir  by  Professor  SPALDING,  and  a  fac-simile  of  a  character- 
istic and  humorous  Letter  of  Goldsmith  to  a  Friend,  and  other 
Illustrations. 

3.  THE   COMPLETE  WORKS  OF  ROBERT  BURNS  AND 

SIR  WALTER  SCOTT,  with  Portraits  and  a  fac-simile  of  a 
Sonnet,  and  a  characteristic  Letter  of  Burns  to  Mr.  Riddell,  and 
other  Illustrations. 

4.  THE     COMPLETE    POETICAL    WORKS   OF    MILTON 

AND  YOUNG,  with  Portrait  and  Illustrations. 

5.  THE     COMPLETE     POETICAL    WORKS     OF      GRAY, 

BEATTIE,  BLAIR,  COLLINS,  THOMSON,  AND 
KIRKE  WHITE,  with  a  fac-simile  cf  the  MS.  of  Gray's 
Elegy,  and  other  Illustrations. 

6.  MASTERPIECES  OF  FICTION.     By  Eminent  Authors,  com- 

prising Knickerbocker's  New  York,  by  WASHINGTON  IRVING  ; 
The  Linwoods,  by  Miss  SEDGWICK  ;  Elizabeth  ;  or,  The  Exiles  . 
of    Siberia ;    Paul    and    Virginia ;    The  Indian    Cottage ;  and 
Rasselas,  by  Dr.  JOHNSON.  With  Portrait  of  Washington  Irving, 
and  other  Illustrations. 

7.  MASTERPIECES  OF   FOREIGN     LITERATURE,    com- 

prising Schiller's  Tragedies,  Goethe's  Faust  :  Translated  from 
the  German  by  COLERIDGE  and  FILMORE  ;  La  Fontaine's 
Fables,  and  Saintine's  Picciola ;  or,  The  Prison  Flower.  Un- 
abridged, with  Portrait  and  other  Illustrations. 

8.  ROBINSON  CRUSOE,  OF  YORK,  MARINER ;  with  an  Ac- 

count of  his  Travels  round  Three  Parts  of  the  Globe,  with  Eight 
Illustrations  by  Zwecker,  engraved  by  Dalziel,  and  Eight 
Steel  Illustrations  by  Stothard,  engraved  by  Charles  Heath. 

9.  ANECDOTES,    LITERARY   AND    SCIENTIFIC,   illustra- 

tive of  the  Characters,  Habits,  and  Conversation  of  Men  of 
Letters  and  Science.  Edited  by  WILLIAM  KEDDIE.  Illustrated. 

10.  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.     Trans- 
lated from  the  Arabic.     New  edition,  with  100  Illustrations. 
Series  to  be  continued. 
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Elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  and  Illustrated,  small  post  8vo,  5^.  cloth, 

1.  YOUNG  BENJAMIN  FRANKLIN  :  Showing  the  Principles 

which  raised  a  Printer's  Boy  to  First  Ambassador  of  the 
American  Republic.  By  HENRY  MAYHEW.  8  Illustrations  by 
John  Gilbert. 

2.  ROMANCE  AND  REALITY.    By  L.  E.  L.,  with  a  full  Memoir 

and  Portrait  of  the  Author,  and  other  Illustrations. 

"  Thus  have  I  begun  : 
And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  successfully." 

3.  THE  ROYAL  HOLIDAY  AND  YOUNG-  STUDENT'S 

BOOK:  Being  the  "Holiday  Book  for  the  Young"  and  the 
" Young  Student's  Holiday  Book"  complete  in  One  Volume. 
Numerous  Illustrations. 

4.  INDOOR  AND  OUTDOOR  GAMES  FOR  ALL  SEASONS  : 

Being  Parlour  Pastimes  and  Games  for  all  Seasons.  Complete 
in  One  Volume.  Numerous  Illustrations. 

5.  STORIES    OF    THE    CONQUESTS    OF    MEXICO     AND 

PERU,  with  a  Sketch  of  the  Adventures  of  the  Spaniards  in  the 
New  World,  retold  for  Youth.  By  WILLIAM  DALTON.  With 
8  Illustrations  by  Gilbert. 
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Large  fcap.  8vo,  Illustrated,  3^.  6d.  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges. 

1.  CHOICE  SELECTIONS  FROM    THE    BRITISH  POETS 

from  Spenser  to  Robert  Montgomery.     Eight  Illustrations. 

2.  POETICAL  WORKS   OP  H.  W.  LONGFELLOW,      Eight 

Illustrations.     From  the  last  American  edition. 

3.  POETICAL  WORKS    OF    ALEXANDER     POPE,    with    a 

Memoir  of  the  Author,  Notes  and  Critical  Notices  of  each  Poem. 
By  the  Rev.  DR.  CROLY.     With  Portrait  and  other  Illustrations. 

4.  THE    POETICAL    WORKS    OF    ROBERT  BURNS,  with 

Memoir  complete.     Portrait  and  other  Illustrations. 

5.  THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  JOHN  MILTON.    Complete, 

with  Channing's  Essay.   Portrait  and  other  Illustrations  on  Steel. 

6.  THE    POETICAL   WORKS    OF  SIR   WALTER   SCOTT, 

with  Life  of  the  Author.   Portrait  and  other  Illustrations  on  Steel. 

7.  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKESPERE.      By  CHARLES  and 

MARY  LAMB.     With  scenes  illustrating  each  Tale.     Edited  by 
CHARLES  KNIGHT.     16  Illustrations. 

8.  THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  WILLIAM  COWPER.  With 

an    Introductory    Essay,    by    JAMES    MONTGOMERY.      Eight 
Illustrations. 

9.  THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 

Eight  Illustrations.  « 

10.  THE    POETICAL    WORKS    OF    THE    EEV.    GEORGS-E 
CRABBE.     Eight  Illustrations. 
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suitable  for  presents,  ^Libraries,  =&r. 

Large  fcap.  8vo,   Illustrated,  extra  cloth,   3^.  6</.,  gilt  edges  and  side. 

I.  MEN  WHO  HAVE  MADE  THEMSELVES  :    Whence  they 
Started  ;  How  they  Journeyed  ;  What  they  Reached.     A  Book 
for  Boys.     Numerous  Illustrations  and  Portraits.    1 5th  thousand. 
This  Work  is  issued  with  the  view  of  exciting  in  the  young  a  spirit  of 
noble  emulation,  and  a  desire  for  true  greatness.    The  Lives  of  upwards  of 
Thirty  Men  who  have  distinguished  themselves  in  Science,  Commerce,  Lite- 
rature, and  Travel,  are  told  with  spirit.     It  will  be  found  the  best  book  of 
the  kind  ever  issued. 

Contents. — HUMPHRY  DAVY,  the  Inventor  of  the  Spirit 
Lamp— JAMES  FERGUSON,  the  Shepherd-boy  Astronomer — JAMES 
WATT,  the  Inventor  of  the  Steam  Engine — GEORGE  STEPHENSON, 
the  Inventor  of  the  Locomotive  Engine— GIOVANNI  BATTISTA 
BELZONI,  the  Traveller  in  Egypt — WILLIAM  CAXTON,  the  First 
English  Printer — JAMES  COOK,  the  Discoverer  of  South  Sea  Islands 
— BENJAMIN  WEST,  the  Quaker  Artist — SIR  WILLIAM  JONES,  the 
Oriental  Scholar  and  fr.rist— SIR  HENRY  HAVELOCK,  the  Christian 
Soldier — JOHN  LEYULN,  the  Poet  and  Asiatic  Scholar — WILLIAM 
GIFFORD,  the  Learned  Shoemaker— ALEXANDER  WILSON,  the 
Ornithologist  of  America — ROBERT  BLOOMFIELD,  the  Poet  of  the 
Farm— ROBERT  BURNS,  the  Poet  of  the  World— COUNT  RUM- 
FORD,  the  Chemist  of  Comfort— JOHN  WYCLIFFE,  the  First  Protes- 
tant—GEORGE  BUCHANAN,  the  Tutor  of  an  English  King— THOMAS 
RUDDIMAN,  the  Grammarian — ALEXANDER  ADAM,  the  High 
School  Rector — BARON  HUMBOLDT,  the  South  American  Traveller 
—JOHN  SMEATON,  the  Builder  of  the  Eddystone  Lighthouse— 
ROBERT  PEEL,  the  Spinner— JAMES  MORRISON,  the  Warehouse- 
man—BENJAMIN  FRANKLIN,  the  Wise  Printer— WILLIAM  COB- 
BETT,  the  Plough-boy  Politician- -PETER  HORBERG,  the  Peasant 
Artist— HUGH  MILLER,  the  Geologist  Stonemason— ELI  WHITNEY, 
the  Inventor  of  the  Cotton  Gin — RICHARD  ARKWRIGIIT,  the  Inventor 
of  the  Cotton  Water  Frame— JOHN  OPIE,  the  Carpenter  Artist — 
SAMUEL  BUDGETT,  the  Conscientious  Grocer — THOMAS  SCOTT,  the 
Commentator  on  the  Bible — RICHARD  BAXTER,  the  Fervent  Preacher 
— LOTT  CARY,  the  Negro  Colonist — WILLIAM  EDWARDS,  the  Per- 
severing Bridge  Builder — R.  STEPHENSON,  the  Railway  Engineer. 

2.  THE  LION  OF  WAR  ;  or  the  Pirates  of  Loo  Chow.     A  Tale 

of  the  Chinese  Seas,  for  Youth.      By  F.  C.  ARMSTRONG,  Esq. 
Eight  Illustrations. 

This  is  a  book  of  Adventures  and  Incidents  for  Boys. 

3.  LUCY   NEVILLE    AND    HER     SCHOOLFELLOWS.      A 

Book  for  Girls.     By  MARY  and  ELIZABETH    KIRLY.      Eight 
Illustrations.     Fourth  Thousand. 
"  Do  justice,  love  mercy,  and  walk  humbly  with  thy  God." 
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5.  THE  LIFE  AND  TRAVELS  OF  ALEXANDER  VON 
HUMBOLDT  :  with  an  Account  of  his  Discoveries,  and  Notices 
of  his  Scientific  Fellow-Labourers  and  Contemporaries.  Eight 
Illustrations. 

Contents. — Early  Life — The  Voyage  and  Visit  to  the  Canary 
Islands — Excursions  about  Cumana  —  Towards  the  Orinoco — Up 
the  Orinoco — To  Cuba  and  Back — Colombia  and  Peru — Mexico — 
Results  of  Humboldt's  Travels  —  Journey  to  Central  Asia — Last 
Literary  Labours. 

6.  THE  MILITARY  HEROES  OF  ENGLAND,  from  the  In- 
vasion of  Julius  Caesar  to  the  Present  Time.  Eight  Illustrations. 
Tenth  Thousand. 

Contents. — The  Ancient  Britons  and  their  Roman  Conquerors- 
Saxon  and  Danish  Rule — William  of  Normandy — Richard  the 
Lion  Hearted — Reigns  of  John  and  Henry  III. — Edward  I.,  and 
his  Wars  with  the  Welsh  and  Scots— Edwards  II.  and  III.— Wars 
with  Scotland,  Wales,  and  France— The  Wars  of  the  Roses— The 
Tudor  Sovereigns — Cromwell — William  of  Orange — Maryborough — 
Jacobite  Rebellions — Chatham,  Wolfe,  Clive — War  with  United 
States,  India,  &c. — Wellington,  Moore— Wars  with  Affghans,  Sikhs. 
Sir  C.  Napier — Crimea,  Indian  Mutiny,  Havelock,  Sir  C.  Campbell, 
£c.,  &c. 

10.  A   POPULAR     BOOK    ON    FLOWERS,  GRASSES  AND 

SHRUBS.  With  Anecdotes  and  Poetical  Illustrations  ;  a 
Glossary  of  Botanical  Terms,  and  a  Copious  Index.  By  MARY 
PIRIE.  Numerous  Illustrations. 

A  most  excellent  Book  for  Young  Ladies. 

11.  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN  :    Their  Noble  Deeds,  Discoveries,    and 

Attainments.     Tenth  Thousand.     Eight  Illustrations. 

Contents. — Alfred  the  Great  —  Geoffrey  Chaucer  —  Cardinal 
Wolsey — Sir  Thomas  More — Thomas  Cromwell,  Earl  of  Essex — 
Hugh  Latimer,  Bishop  of  Worcester— John  Jewell,  Bishop  of  Salis- 
bury— Sir  Thomas  Gresham — The  Admirable  Crichton — Sir  Francis 
Drake — William  Cecil,  Lord  Burleigh — William  Shakespere — Sir 
Walter  Raleigh  —  Francis  Bacon  —  Sir  Edward  Coke  — Thomas 
Wentvvorth,  Earl  of  Strafford— John  Hampden  — Dr.  William  Har- 
vey—  Admiral  Blake  —  Edward  Hyde,  Earl  of  Clarendon — John 
Milton — John  Tillotson — John  Locke— Gilbert  Burnet,  Bishop  of 
Salisbury — William  Penn — Joseph  Addison — John  Churchill,  Duke 
of  Maryborough — Sir  Isaac  Newton — Robert  Walpole— John  Dai- 
ry m  pie,  Earl  of  Stair — Sir  Hans  Sloane — General  Wolfe — George, 
Ix>rd  Anson  —  George,  Lord  Lyttelton  —  William  Pitt,  Earl  of 
Chatham — Sir  William  Blackstone — Dr.  Samuel  Johnson — Robert 
Lowth,  Bishop  of  London— John  Howard — William  Murray,  Earl 
of  Mansfield. 
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12.  ILLUSTRIOUS  WOMEN  who  have  Distinguished  Themselves 

for  Virtue,  Piety,  and  Benevolence.     8  Illustrations. 

Contents. — Queen  Victoria — Princess  Frederick  William  of  Prussia, 
the  Princess  Royal — The  Empress  Eugenie — the  Duchess  of  Kent — 
Queen  Adelaide — Lady  Jane  Grey — Mary,  Queen  of  Scots — Queen- 
Caroline— Queen  Marie  Antoinette— Josephine,  Queen  and  Empress 
— Lady  Rachel  Russell — Elizabeth  Fry, the  Prison  Reformer — Harriet 
Martineau — Amelia  Opie — Lady  Huntingdon — Hannah  More — 
Eliza  Cook — Felicia  Hemans — Mrs.  Bunyan — Charlotte  Corday — 
Frederika  Bremer — L.  E.  L. — Jenny  Lind— Joan  of  Arc — Miss  Coutts 
— Florence  Nightingale — Elizabeth,  Anna,  and  Emily  Blackwell. 

13.  MERCANTILE  MORALS.     A  Book  for  Young  Men  entering 

upon  the  Duties  of  Active  Life.  With  an  Appendix,  containing 
a  popular  Explanation  of  the  principal  Terms  used  in  Law  and 
Commerce,  with  the  Moneys,  Weights,  and  Measures  of  Foreign, 
Countries,  and  their  English  Equivalents.  Tenth  Thousand. 

Contents.— Wealth  not  the  Chief  End  of  Life— Mercantile  Morality 
— Making  Haste  to  be  Rich — Dangers  incident  to  Young  Men  in 
Large  Cities — The  Young  Merchant  needs  a  Guide — The  Young 
Merchant  in  Society  —  Unsuccessful  Merchandise,  or,  Sabbath 
Desecration — Forbidden  Gains — The  Young  Merchant  opposes  the 
Bible — The  Young  Merchant  a  Novel  Reader  —  The  Young  Man 
at  the  Theatre — Sketch  of  the  History  of  English  Trade  and  Com- 
merce— Principal  Terms  used  in  Trade  and  Commerce,  &c.,  &c. 

14.  THE  REMARKABLE  SCENES  OF  THE  BIBLE  ;  or,  The 

Places  distinguished  by  Memorable  Events  recorded  In  Scripture, 
By  the  late  Rev.  DR.  HUGHES,  Rector  of  St.  John's,  London. 
Numerous  Illustrations. 

Contents. — Eden — Ararat — Babel — Ur,  Haran,  Moreh — Sodom 
and  Gomorrah — Moriah — Bethel — Shechem — Dan  and  Beersheba — 
Egypt— The  Red  Sea— The  Wilderness— Rephidim— Sinai— Hor 
and  Pisgah  — Jordan — Gilgal — Jericho — Gibbon — Shiloh — Ramoth 
Gilead — Carmel — Bethlehem. 

15.  LECTURES  ON   THE   PARABLES  OF  OUR  SAVIOUR* 

By  Rev.  Dr.  KIRK.     With  Preface  by  Professor  McCRiE. 

16.  THE  RELIGION  OF  GEOLOGY  AND  ITS  CONNECTED 

SCIENCES.  By  EDWARD  HITCHCOCK,  D.D.,  LL.D.  With 
Corrections  and  an  Additional  Lecture,  giving  a  Summary  of  the 
Author's  Present  Views  on  the  whole  subject,  and  a  copious 
Index.  Extra  cloth.  (Cheap  Edition,  2s.) 

Contents  : — Revelation  Illustrated  by  Science — The  Epoch  of  the 
Earth's  Creation  Unrevealed — Death  a  Universal  Law  of  Organic 
Beings  on  this  Globe  from  the  Beginning— The  Noachian  Deluge- 
Compared  with  the  Geological  Deluges — The  World's  supposed 
Eternity — Geological  Proofs  of  the  Divine  Benevolence— Divine 
Benevolence  as  Exhibited  in  a  Fallen  World — Unity  of  the  Divine 
Plan  and  Operation  in  all  Ages  of  the  World's  History— The  Hypo- 
thesis of  Creation  by  Law — Special  and  Miraculous  Providence — 
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The  Future  Condition  and  Destiny  of  the  Earth— The  Telegraphic 
System  of  the  Universe— The  Vast  Plans  of  Jehovah— Scientific 
Truth,  Rightly  Applied,  is  Religious  Truth — Synoptical  View  of  the 
Bearings  of  Geology  upon  Religion. 

17.  DOGS  :  Their  Sagacity,  Instinct,  and  Uses,  with  Descriptions  of 
their  several  Varieties.  By  GEORGE  FREDERICK  PARDON. 
Illustrated  by  HARRISON  WEIR. 

IS.  THE  HOLIDAY  BOOK  FOR  THE  YOUNG :  Being  Short 
Readings  in  History,  Geography,  Natural  History,  Theology, 
Physics,  £c.  By  WILLIAM  MARTIN.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. Seventh  Edition. 

"A  work  to  amuse  and  instruct,  to  enlighten  the  mind  and 
purify  the  affections." 

Contents  : — Ancient  History  —  Bible  Lessons  —  Boat-Building — 
Butterflies — Different  Kinds  of  Ships — History,  Geography,  and 
Chronology — History  of  Ancient  Egypt — Lessons  on  the  Lord's 
Prayer — My  Grandfather's  Stories — Natural  History— Natural 
Theology — Physics — Picture  Lessons — Poetry  —  Flowers  —  Teach- 
ings from  Nature  —  Thanksgiving  for  Existence  —  The  Birds  — 
The  Flowers — The  Juvenile  Lecturer — The  Life,  Travels,  and 
Adventures  of  Reuben  Ramble— The  Moon— The  Selfish  Boy— The 
Stars— The  Sun— The  Wonders  of  Geology. 

19.  THE   YOUNG    STUDENT'S    HOLIDAY    BOOK:     Being 

Lessons  on  Architecture,  Mechanics,  Natural  History,  Manufac- 
ture of  Pottery,  &c.  By  WILLIAM  MARTIN.  Seventh  Edition. 
With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Contents — A  Chronological  Epitome  of  the  History  of  Architec- 
ture in  England — Austrian  Salt  Mines — A  Wild  Boar  Hunt — Bible 
Lessons — Cleanliness — Coal  and  Gas — Evening  Prayer — History  of 
Macedon — Persia— Lessons  on  Things — Lessons  on  the  Lord's 
Prayer — Mechanics — Morning  Prayer — My  Grandfather's  Stories — 
Natural  History— Physics — Picture  Lessons— Architecture — Poetry — 
Steam  and  the  Steam-engine — Teachings  from  Nature — The  Electric 
Telegraph — The  Juvenile  Lecturer  :  Earthenware  and  Porcelain — 
Ancient  Pottery — Porcelain  Manufacture — Preparation  of  Clay  and 
Flints — Manufacture  of  Pottery — Painting,  Gilding.  &c. — The  Pump 
—The  Stereoscope. 

20.  STORY  OF  THE  PENINSULAR  WAR.  By  the  late  MARQUIS 

of  LONDONDERRY,  Colonel  of  the  Second  Regiment  of  Life- 
Guards.  With  continuation  by  G.  R.  GLEIG.  With  Portraits 
and  Illustrations.  This  work  contains  a  lucid  description  of  the 
momentous  period  between  1789  and  1815.  All  the  Battles  are 
described  and  notices  of  the  leading  Generals  inserted. 

21.  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  DR.  LIVINGSTONE  IN 

THE  INTERIOR  OF  SOUTH  AFRICA;  comprising  a 
Description  of  the  Regions  which  he  traversed,  an  Account  of 
Missionary  Pioneers,  and  Chapters  on  Cotton  Cultivation,  Slavery, 
Wild  Animals,  &c.,  &c.  By  H.  G.  ADAMS.  With  Portrait  and 
Numerous  Illustrations. 
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Contents — The  Boy,  the  Man,  the  Missionary — Missionary  Pioneers 
— Mamaqualand  and  the  Griguas— Among  the  Bechuanis— Lake 
Ngami— To  St.  Paul  de  Loanda — Back  to  -Linyanti — Visit  to 
Moselekatse — Away  to  Quillimane— Wild  Animals  of  South  Africa — 
Cotton  Cultivation  and  Slavery— Journey  Home — Recent  Informa- 
tion. 

22.  THE  EARTH :  Its  Physical  Condition,  and  most  Remarkable 

Phenomena.  By  W.  M.  HIGGINS.  Sixth  Edition.  Numerous 
Illustrations. 

Contents— The  Earth  in  Relation  to  the  Universe— Celestial 
Appearances — The  Atmosphere  and  its  Properties — Atmospherical 
Phenomena  Dependent  on  ito  Distribution  of  Heat  —  Light — 
Electricity— Terrestrial  Magnetism— Interior  of  the  Earth— Land 
and  Water— Superficial  Temperature  of  the  Earth. 

23.  HALF-HOURS   WITH  OUR   SACRED   POETS.      Edited, 

with  Biographical  Sketches,  by  ALEXANDER  H.  GRANT,  M.A. 
8  Illustrations.  Nearly  Two  Hundred  select  Pieces  from  the 
writings  of  more  than  Eighty  Authors  of  Sacred  Poetry  are  em- 
braced in  this  volume,  from  the  Fourteenth  Century  to  the  Present 
Time. 

24.  CURIOSITIES  OF  PHYSICAL  GEOGRAPHY,  comprising 

Avalanches,  Icebergs,  Trade  Winds,  Earthquakes,  Volcanoes, 
also  Reflections  on  the  Connexion  between  the  Physical  Condition 
of  a  Country  and  the  Mental  Development  of  its  Inhabitants,  &c. 
By  W.  WITTICH.  8  Illustrations. 

Contents —  Snow-Mountains  —  Glaciers— Avalanches — Mountain- 
slips — Icebergs  and  Ice-fields— The  Gulf  Stream — The  Simoom — 
Trade-Winds — Monsoons — Plains  and  Deserts  —The  Sahara — The 
Selva,  or  Forest  Desert  of  the  Amasonas — The  Pampas — The  Llanos 
— Earthquakes — Volcanoes. 

25.  POPULAR  NATURAL  HISTORY  AND  CHARACTERIS- 

TICS OF  ANIMALS,  with  Illustrative  Anecdotes.  By  Capt. 
T.  BROWN. 

Contents — Anecdotes  of  Animals — The  Horse  Kind — The  Cow 
Kind— The  Sheep  Kind— The  Deer  Kind— The  Hog  Kind— Of  the 
Cat  Kind— The  Dog  Kind— The  Weasel  Kind— The  Hare  Kind— 
The  Rat  Kind,  &c.— The  Bat  Kind. 

26.  HABITS  AND  CHARACTERISTICS  OF  ANIMALS  AND 

BIRDS,  with  numerous  Anecdotes.     By  Capt.  T.  BROWN. 

Contents — Amphibious  Animals — Of  the  Monkey  Kind — The 
Monkey  Proper — Of  Pouched  Animals,  The  Great  Kangaroo— Of 
the  Elephant — Rhinoceros — Hippopotamus — Cameleopard  or  Giraffe 
— Camel  and  Dromedary — Bear — Badger — Racoon— Anecdotes  of 
Birds,  Ostrich,  Emu,  Cassowary,  Dodo,  Solitaire— Of  Rapacious 
Birds,  Eagle,  Condor  of  America,  Vulture,  Falcon,  Jer-Falcon, 
Common  Falcon,  Kestrel,  Hobby,  Merlin,  Goshawk,  Sparrow 
Hawk,  Kite,  Buzzard,  Butcher  Bird— The  Owl  Kind,  Horned  or 
Eagle  Owl,  Common  Homed  Owl,  Long-eared  Owl,  Snowy  Owl, 
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Barn  Owl,  Tawny  Owl— Of  Birds  of  the  Poultry  Kind,  The  Cock 
Peacock,  Turkey,  Pheasant,  Guinea  Hen,  Bustard,  The  Grouse 
and  Its  Congeners — The  Partridge  and  Its  Varieties — Birds  of  the 
Pie  Kind— The  Magpie  and  its  Congeners— Jay — The  Woodpecker 
and  its  Congeners,  Wryneck,  Nuthatch — The  Cuckoo  and  its 
Varieties— The  Parrot  and  its  Congeners — The  Pigeon  and  its  Con- 
geners, Rock  Dove,  Ring  Dove — Birds  of  the  Sparrow  Kind,  Song 
Thrush,  Missel  Thrush,  Blackbird,  Redwing,  Fieldfare,  Ring 
Ouzel,  Water  Ouzel,  Starling,  Sparrow,  Greenfinch,  Crossbill, 
Grossbeak,  Chaffinch,  Yellow  Hammer,  Bunting,  Siskin,  Wheat 
ear — The  Nightingale  and  other  Soft-billed  Birds,  Nightingale, 
Redbreast,  Sky-Lark,  Wood-Lark,  Grasshopper-Lark,  Black-cap, 
Blue  Titmouse,  Wren,  House  Wren,  Golden  Crested  Wren, 
Willow  Wren,  Wood  Wren— White-ear— Pied  Wagtail,  Grey 
Wagtail,  Yellow  Wagtail — Rock  or  Shore  Pipit — Meadow  Pipit  or 
Tic— The  Canary  and  other  Hard-billed  Song  Birds— Goldfinch- 
Bullfinch — Common  or  Brown  Linnet — Mountain  Finch  or  Bram- 
bling — The  Swallow  and  its  Congeners — House  Swallow — Chimney 
Swallow — Swift — Cape  Swallow — Sand  Martin — Cliff  Swallow — 
Esculent  Swallow — European  Goat-sucker — The  Humming  Bird  and 
Its  Varieties. 

27.  ILLUSTRATIVE    ANECDOTES    OF    BIRDS,    FISHES, 

AND  INSECTS,  &c.     By  Captain  T.  BROWN. 

Birds  of  the  Crane  Kind— Small  Birds  of  the  Crane  Kind— Water- 
Fowl— The  Penguin  Kind— Birds  of  the  Goose  Kind— The  Duck 
and  its  Varieties — Cetaceous  Animals — Fishes  in  General — The 
Shark  Tribe — The  Ray  Tribe  in  General— The  Lamprey  and  its 
Congeners — Sturgeons  in  General — Spinous  Fishes — The  Mackerel 
Tribe— The  Chaetodon  Tribe— The  Perch  Tribe— Surmullets  in 
General — Gurnards  in  General — The  Doree  Tribe — Sticklebacks — 
The  Mullet  Genus— Eels  in  General— The  Cod  Tribe— Flat  Fish  in 
General — The  Sucking  Fish  Tribe — The  Salmon  and  its  Congeners 
— The  Pike  and  its  Congeners — The  Herring  and  its  Congeners — 
Flying  Fish  in  General — The  Carp  and  its  Congeners — Crustaceous 
Animals  in  General — The  Tortoise  and  its  Congeners — Testaceous 
Shell  Fish — The  Frog  Tribe — Lizards  and  their  Congeners — Serpents 
in  General — Anecdotes  of  Insects — Concluding  Remarks  on  Insects 
— Worms — Zoophytes — Animalculoe. 

28.  THE  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS  FROM  THIS  WORLD  TO 

THAT  WHICH  IS  TO  COME,  delivered  under  the  similitude 
of  a  dream,  wherein  is  discovered  the  manner  of  his  setting  out, 
his  dangerous  journey,  and  his  safe  arrival  at  the  desired  country. 
In  three  parts.  By  JOHN  BUN  VAN.  "  I  have  used  similitudes " 
— Hosea  xii.  10.  With  Eight  Page  Illustrations. 

29.  LIVES    OF    THE    BRITISH   ADMIRALS  AND  NAVAL 

HISTORY  OF  GREAT  BRITAIN,  from  the  Days  of  C^sar 
to  the  Present  Time.  By  Dr.  JOHN  CAMPBELL.  Seventh 
Edition.  Revised  and  Corrected.  Illustrated  by  Portraits 
Numerous  Facsimiles  and  Engravings,  and  Plans  of  Battles. 

Contents—  CHAPTER  I.— The  Britons— The  Romans— The  Saxons 
—The  Danes  —  The  Normans — Alfred — Cceur-de-Lion — Reign  of 
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Henry  the  Seventh — Origin  of  the  Royal  Navy  as  a  distinct  service 
—Henry  the  Eighth— Edward  the  Sixth— Mary— Sir  John  Cabot- 
Sebastian  Cabot— Howard— Sir  John  Dudley. 

CHAPTER  II. — Reign  of  Elizabeth — Her  precautions  to  restore 
her  Fleet— The  Spanish  Armada— Howard  of  Effingham— Earl  oi 
Essex — Sir  John  Hawkins — Sir  Francis  Drake — Sir  Martin  Frobisher 
—Earl  of  Cumberland— Sir  Robert  Dudley— Sir  Richard  Grenville— 
James  Lancaster. 

CHAPTER  HI. — R,eign  of  James  the  First— Sir  William  Monson-- 
Quarrels  with  the  Dutch — Sir  Walter  Raleigh — Reign  of  Charles  the 
First— Sir  Robert  Mansel— Sir  William  Monson. 

CHAPTER  IV. — Naval  History  during  the  Commonwealth— The 
Protectorate — Wars  with  the  Dutch —  War  with  Spain — Admiral 
Blake— The  Restoration— Charles  II. — Struggle  with  the  Dutch  for 
the  Sovereignty  of  the  Seas — James  II. — Duke  of  Albermarle — Earl 
of  Sandwich  —  Prince  Rupert  —  Lawson  —  Kempthorne — Ayscue — 
Spragge. 

CHAPTER  V. — Reign  of  William  and  Mary— War  with  France — 
Reign  of  Anne,  1689  to  1714 — War  with  France  and  Spain — 
Admiral  Benbow— Sir  Cloudesley  Shovel— Sir  George  Rooke,  and 
others. 

CHAPTER  VI. — Reign  of  George  I.,  1714  to  1727— Byng,  Lord 
Torrington — Action  off  Messina — Sir  William  Jumper — Reign  of 
George  II.,  1727  to  the  Treaty  of  Aix  la  Chapelle  in  1748 — Capture 
of  Portobello — Admiral  Vernon — Sir  Charles  Wager  — Sir  John 
Norris— Sir  Peter  Warren— George  II.,  from  the  Peace  of  Aix  la 
Chapelle  to  his  death  in  1760 — The  Seven  Years'  War — Admiral 
John  Byng,  his  Trial  and  Execution— Taking  of  Quebec— Destruc- 
tion of  the  French  Fleet  in  Quiberon  Bay — George  III.,  from  his 
Accession  to  the  Peace  of  Paris  in  1763— Successes  in  the  West 
Indies — Actions  with  the  Spanish — Admiral  Boscawen — Hawke — 
Lord  Anson,  and  others. 

CHAPTER  VII.— George  III.,  1763  to  1783— Progress  of  Dis- 
covery— Byron — Captain  Cook — War  of  American  Revolution — War 
with  France — War  with  Spain— War  with  Holland— Siege  of  Gib- 
raltar— Barrington — Keppel — Rodney —  Kempenfelt  —  Loss  of  the 
Royal  George — Sir  John  Moore— Maurice  Suckling — Sir  Charles 
Hardy— Sir  Hyde  Parker— Paul  Jones. 

CHAPTER  VIII.— George  III.,  1783  to  the  Peace  of  Amiens, 
1802— First  War  of  the  French  Revolution— Sidney  Smith  at  Toulon 
—Lord  Hood  at  Corsica— Horatio  Nelson — Howe's  Victory  of  the 
First  of  June— Lord  Bridport  at  L'Orient— Blanche  and  Pique — 
Sidney  Smith  taken  prisoner— Nelson  at  Elba— Successes  in  the 
East  and  West  Indies — Keith  Elphinstone  at  the  Cape— Mutiny  at 
Spithead  and  the  Nore— St.  Vincent— Camperdown— Cadiz— Santa 
Cruz— The  Nile— Acre— The  Baltic— Saumarez  in  the  Mediter- 
ranean—Peace— Lord  Howe— Lord  St.  Vincent— Sir  Sidney  Smith- 
Lord  Duncan. 

CHAPTER  IX.— Memoir  of  Lord  Nelson. 

CHAPTER  X.  —  George  III.,  from  1806  to  1820 — The  French 
still  humbled  at  Sea — Bombardment  of  Copenhagen — Detached 
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Actions — War  with  the  United  States—  Criticism  on  the  American 
Accounts— Peace— George  IV.,  1820  to  1830 — William  IV.,— 1830 
to  1837 — Victoria,  1837  to  1848 — Collingwood — Cochrane — Trou- 
bridge  —  Hood  —  Bridport  —  Exmouth  —  Codrington  —  Stopford 
Napier. 
CHAPTER  XL— The  Modern  British  Navy. 

30.  MEMORABLE    WOMEN:    The   Story   of  their   Lives.     By 

Mrs.  NEWTON  CROSSLAND.  Eight  Illustrations  by  BIRKET 
FOSTER.  Fifth  Edition. 

" How  to  live 

And  how  to  die,  forms  the  great  question  still." 
Contents — Rachel  Wriothesley — Lady  Russell — Madame  d'Arblay 
and  Mrs.  Piozzi— Mary  L.  Ware— Mrs.  Hutchinson  and  Lady  Fan- 
shawe — Margaret  Fuller,  Marchesa  Ossoli — Lady  Sale. 

31.  THE  MISSIONARY  IN  MANY  LANDS  :    A  Series  of  In- 

teresting Sketches  of  Missionary  Life  and  Labours,  and  of  the 
Progress  of  the  Gospel  in  Foreign  Countries.  By  ERWIN  HOUSE, 
A.M.  Illustrated  and  Enlarged. 

Contents — The  Ship  Duff  and  her  Voyage — A  Long  Night  of 
Toil — The  Pioneers  in  Bengal — Then  and  Now  in  New  Zealand — 
The  Cannibals  of  Fiji  —  Eighteen  Months  in  a  Death-prison — 
Christian  Martyrs  of  Madagascar — The  Island  Orphan  Brothers. 

32.  INTERESTING  CHAPTERS  IN  SCRIPTURE  HISTORY 

AND  BIBLE  ILLUSTRATION,  comprising  the  Literary 
History,  Unity,  Science,  Agriculture,  and  Natural  History  of  the 
Bible,  &c.  Illustrated  and  Enlarged. 

Contents — Literary  History  of  the  Bible — The  First  entire  Pro- 
testant English  Version  of  the  Bible— T^he  Unity  of  Holy  Scripture 
— The  Science  of  the  Scriptures — The  Scriptural  Objection  to  the 
Science  of  Geology  Considered — Ancient  Religions — The  Lost  Tribes 
of  Israel — Adoption — Crucifixion — Nineveh  and  its  Remains — Tyre 
— Petra,  the  Long-Lost  Capital  of  Edom— The  Church  in  the  Cata- 
combs— Illustrations  of  Scripture — The  Agriculture  of  the  Bible — 
The  Ancient  Cedars  of  Lebanon— The  Serpent  of  the  Bible- 
Locusts — Camels — Dogs  in  Eastern  Cities. 

33.  THE  HELPING  HAND  :    A  Guide  to  the  New  Testament. 

BY  ADELAIDE  ALEXANDER.     Illustrated  and  Enlarged. 
"  The  entrance  of  Thy  words  giveth  light,  and  giveth  understand- 
ing unto  the  simple." 

34.  THE    EVIDENCES     OF     CHRISTIANITY    IN    THEIR 

EXTERNAL  DIVISION.  Concisely  and  popularly  set  forth. 
By  CHARLES  P.  MC!LVAINE,  D.D.  Edited  by  Dr.  OLINTHUS 
GREGORY.  Eight  Illustrations. 

Contents — Introductory  Observations — Authenticity  and  Integrity 
of  the  New  Testament— Credibility  of  the  Gospel  History— Argu- 
ment from  Miracles — Argument  from  Prophecy — Divine  Authority 
of  Christianity  from  its  Propagation— Argument  from  its  Fruits- 
Inspiration  and  Divine  Authority  of  the  Scriptures. 
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35.  OUR  EXEMPLARS,  POOR    AND  RICH  ;    or,  Biographical 

Sketches  of  Men  and  Women  who  have,  by  an  extraordinary  use 
of  their  opportunities,  benefited  their  fellow-creatures.  Edited 
by  M.  D.  HILL,  Recorder  of  Birmingham.  With  a  preface  by 
LORD  BROUGHAM.  Eight  Illustrations. 

Contents — The  Earl  of  Shaftesbury — Jacques  Jasmin — John  Bunyan 
—The  King  of  Portugal— Bridget  Burke— Sister  Nathalie— Rosa 
Governo — Francoise  Caysac — Louisa  Schepler — Christopher  Thom- 
son— Sir  Henry  Havelock — Joseph  Tuckerman,  D.D. — Robert 
Stephenson — Edmund  Burke — Dr.  Chalmers — David  Livingstone — 
Hugh  Miller— Christopher  Columbus— The  Earl  of  Derby— Dr. 
John  Thomson — Harriet  Ryan — Captain  Machonochie — Catherine 
Wilkinson — John  Smeaton — Frederic  Auguste  Demets — The  Vicomte 
Br6tignieres  de  Courteilles — Paul  Louis  Verdier — Sarah  P.  Remond 
— Sarah  Martin — Sir  Rowland  Hill — Sir  Jamsetjee  Jejeebhoy — Lady 
Noel  Brown. 

36.  LECTURES  TO  YOUNG  MEN  ON  VARIOUS  IMPOR- 

TANT SUBJECTS,  and  Gems  of  Thought.  By  HENRY 
WARD  BEECHER.  With  Portrait  and  Illustrations. 

Contents — Industry  and  Idleness — Twelve  Causes  of  Dishonesty — 
Six  Warnings — The  Portrait  Gallery — Gamblers  and  Gambling — The 
Strange  Woman — Popular  Amusements — Relative  Duties — Gems  of 
Thought. 

37.  LIFE  THOUGHTS.      First  and  Second  Series  complete.     By 

HENRY  WARD  BEECHER.     With  copious  Index  and  portrait. 

38.  LEAVES  FROM  THE  BOOK  OF  NATURE.   By  M.  S. 

DE  VERE.     With  preface  by  THOMAS  DICK,  LL.D. 

Contents — Only  a  Pebble — Nature  in  Motion — The  Ocean  and  its 
Life — A  chat  about  Plants — Younger  years  of  a  Plant — Later  years  of 
a  Plant — Plant-Mummies — Unknown  Tongues — A  Trip  to  the  Moon. 

39.  WONDERS    OF    THE  DEEP.      In  Earth,  Sea,    Rock,   and 

River.  By  M.  S.  DE  VERB.  Companion  to  "  Leaves  from 
the  Book  of  Nature." 

Contents— Fable    and     Facts— Odd     Fish— Pearls— Corals— The 
Knight  in  Armour— A  Pinch  of  Salt— Mine  Oyster— Light  at  Sea— 
Light-House  Stories — A  Grain  of   Sand — Mercury — The  Earth  in 
•.       Trouble. 

40.  CHOICE    TALES     By.   T.   S.  ARTHUR.     Portrait  and  other 

Illustrations. 

Contents— The  Widow's  Son  -The  Reclaimed— The  Drunkard's 
Wife— The  Moderate  Drinker— The  Broken  Merchant— The  Man 
with  the  Poker— The  Drunkard's  Bible— After  To-day— Signing 
the  Pledge. 

41.  THE  YOUNG  CHRISTIAN;  or,  A  Familiar  Illustration  of  the 

Principles  of  Christian  Duty.     By  JACOB  ABBOTT. 

Contents-l.  Confession— IL  The  Friend— III.  Prayer— IV.  Con- 
sequences  of  Neglecting  Duty — V.  Almost  a  Christian — VI.  Diffi- 
culties in  Religion — VII.  Evidences  of  Christianity — VIII.  Study  of 
the  Bible— IX.  The  Sabbath— X.  Trial  and  Discipline— XI.  Per- 
sonal Improvement — XII.  Conclusion. 
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THE  LIBRARY  OF  EXCELLENT  LITERATURE. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6J.,  or  extra  gilt  edges,  2s.  each. 

1.  THE  FRIENDS    OF    CHRIST    IN    THE  NEW   TESTA- 

MENT ;  or,  Faith  and  Love  Exemplified  in  the  Lives  of  those 
who  befriended  Him  when  on  Earth.     By  the  Rev.  Dr.  ADAMS. 

Contents — The  Wise  Men  from  the  East — Simeon — John  the  Bap- 
tist— The  Bridegroom  and  Bride  at  Cana — The  Twelve  Apostles — 
The  Children  in  the  Temple— The  Woman  with  the  Alabaster  Box- 
Martha  and  Mary— Simon  the  Syrenian— The  Penitent  Thief— The 
Relenting  Crucifier — Joseph  of  Arimathea — The  Women  at  the 
Sepulchre. 

2.  THE  BELIEVER'S  JOURNEY  AND  FUTURE  HOME 

IN  THE  BETTER  LAND.     By  the  Rev.  A.  C.  THOMPSON. 
With  a  Preface  by  the  Rev.  W.  ARCHER,  London. 

Contents — The  Pilgrimage — Cluster  of  Eshcol — Waymarks — 
Glimpses  of  the  Land — The  Passage — Recognition  of  Friends — The 
Heavenly  Banquet — Children  in  Heaven — Society  of  Angels — Society 
of  the  Saviour — Heavenly  Honours  and  Riches — No  Tears  in  Heaven 
— Holiness  in  Heaven — Activity  in  Heaven — The  Resurrection  Body 
— Perpetuity  of  Bliss  in  Heaven. 

3.  FAMILY    PRAYERS    FOR    EVERY    MORNING    AND 

EVENING-  IN  THE  MONTH.     With  Supplementary  forms 
of  Prayer  for  private  use  &c.     By  the  Rev.  J.  RAVEN,  M.  A. 

4.  SELECT  READINGS  FOR  USE   IN  DOMESTIC  WOR- 

SHIP.    The  Gospels  of  St.   Matthew  and   St.  Mark,  with  brief 
Practical  Annotations.     By  the  Rev.  J.  RAVEN,  M.  A. 

5.  THE  ROUGH  WIND  STAYED,  and  other  Papers.      By  the 

Rev.  W.  J.  BROCK,  B.  A.,  late  Incumbent  of  Hayfield,  Derbyshire. 

Contents— The  Rough  Wind  Stayed— Elijah  at  Horeb— The  Eagle 
stirring  up  her  Nest— The  swelling  of  Jordan— The  Just  suffering  for 
the  Unjust— The  Sympathy  of  Christ— The  Throne  of  Grace— Peace 
the  result  of  Confidence  m  God — The  Glorious  Gospel — Meetness  for 
the  Heavenly  Inheritance— Departed  Believers— The  Cloud  upon 
the  Throne— The  Old  Paths. 

6.  THE  BRIGHT  LIGHT  IN  THE  CLOUD,  and  other  Medi- 

tations.    By  the  Rev.  W.  J.  BROCK.     Author  of  "The  Rough 
Wind  Stayed." 

Contents — The  Bright  Light  in  the  Clouds — Man's  Frailty  Con- 
trasted with  God's  Word — The  Ten  Lepers  Cleansed — Lot's  Wife — 
The  Dark  Mountains— Self-examination— The  Little  Flock— Christ 
Weeping  over  Jerusalem— Jesus  Entering  Jerusalem  in  Triumph— 
The  Offering  of  Christ— The  Tranfiguration  of  Christ— The  Con- 
queror from  Bozrah— Redeeming  the  Time. 
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TWO-SHILLING  SERIES. 


Cloth,  2s. ,  or  gilt  edges,  side,  and  back,  2s.  6d. 

1.  THE    RELIGION    OF    GEOLOGY   AND  ITS  CONNEC- 

TED SCIENCES.  By  EDWARD  HITCHCOCK,  D.D.  Cheap 
and  Complete  Edition. 

2.  THE  HAND  OF   GOD   IN   HISTORY;    or,    Divine  Provi- 

dence Historically  Illustrated  in  the  Extension  and  Establishment 
of  Christianity.  By  HOLLIS  READ,  A.M.  With  Continuation 
and  Preface  by  Rev.  Dr.  GUMMING,  F.R.S.E. 

Contents — General  Illustrations  of  Providential  Agency — Art  of 
Printing— The  Reformation— Japheth  in  the  Tents  of  Shem— God 
in  History — God  in  Modern  Missions — Hand  of  God  in  Facilities 
and  Resources  by  which  to  Spread  Christianity — The  Field  Prepared 
— Mohammedan  Countries  and  Mohammedanism — Hand  of  God  in 
the  Turkish  Empire — Africa  the  Land  of  Paradoxes — The  Americans 
— The  Jews — The  Nestorians — Europe  in  1848 — Remarkable  Provi- 
dences, &c. 

3.  THE  PLANETARY  AND  STELLAR  WORLDS  :  A  Popular 

Exposition  of  the  Great  Discoveries  and  Theories  of  Modern 
Astronomy.  By  Professor  MITCHELL.  With  Additions  and 
Preface  by  J.  GLAISHER,  Greenwich  Observatory.  Twenty-one 
Illustrations. 

Contents — An  Exposition  of  the  Problem  which  the  Heavens  present 
for  Solution — The  Discoveries  of  the  Primitive  Ages — Explanation 
of  the  Motions  of  the  Heavenly  Bodies — Discovery  of  the  Great 
Laws  of  Motion  and  Gravitation — Universal  Gravitation  applied  to 
the  Explanation  of  the  Phenomena  of  the  Solar  System  —  The 
Stability  of  the  Planetary  System  —  The  Discovery  of  the  New 
Planets — The  Cometary  Worlds — The  Scale  on  which  the  Universe 
is  Built — The  Motions  and  Revolutions  of  the  Fixed  Stars — Recent 
Discoveries. 

4.  WANDERINGS  OF  A  PILGRIM  IN  THE  SHADOW  OF 

MONT  BLANC  A.ND  THE  JUNGFRAU  ALP.  By  Rev. 
Dr.  CHEEVER.  With  Corrections  and  Preface  by  Rev.  J. 
STOUGHTON. 

6.  BOGATZKY'S  GOLDEN  TREASURY  FOR  THE  CHIL- 

DREN OF  GOD,  consisting  of  Devotional  and  Practical 
Observations  for  every  day  in  the  Year. 

7.  SAUL  OF  TARSUS  ;  The  Pharisee,  the  Convert,  the  Apostle, 

and  the  Martyr.     By  Rev.  THORN  LEY  SMITH.     Illustrated. 
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8.  LIFE    AND    DARING-    EXPLOITS    OF    LORD    DUN- 

DONALD. 

Contents — Ancestry  and  Early  Days — Early  Cruises — Training  in 
Seamanship — A  Fruitless  Expedition — Cruise  of  the  "Speedy,"  A 
Career  of  Captures — On  Shore  without  Employment — Afloat  again, 
a  Rich  Harvest  of  Prizes — Enters  Parliament — Cruise  of  the  "  Im- 
perieuse  " —  Cochrane  stands  a  Siege — The  Basque  Roads — Coch- 
rane's  Plan  of  Attack  —  A  Singular  Imprisonment — The  Stock 
Exchange  Trial — Fighting  once  more,  but  under  a  Foreign  Flag — 
Closing  Years  of  Repose  and  Redress. 

9.  TRUE    STORIES   OF    THE    TIMES   OF    RICHARD  II. 

Illustrating  the  History,  Manners  and  Customs  of  that  King's 
reign.  By  Rev.  H.  P.  DUNSTER,  M.A.  With  Illustrations. 

Contents— Berwick  Castle— The  Battle  at  the  Church  of  Nevele— 
Wat  Tyler's  Rebellion — Singular  Adventure  of  the  Earl  of  Flanders 
The  Passage  of  the  River  Lis— The  Surprise  of  Oudenarde— The 
Tilt— Deep  Scheme  of  the  Duke  of  Brittany— The  Lost  Pennon — 
Grand  Doings  at  Paris — Two  Heads  better  than  One  ;  or,  the 
Castle  of  Ventadour — The  Famous  Tournament  of  St.  Inglevere — 
Narrow  Escape  of  Sir  Oliver  de  Clisson,  Constable  of  France — A 
Masked  Dance  at  the  French  Court — King  Richard's  Irish  Ex- 
pedition— The  Challenge — Flint  Castle ;  or,  the  King's  Greyhound 
— Coronation  of  the  Duke  of  Lancaster — The  Death  and  Funeral  of 
King  Richard  II. 

10.  STORIES    FOR    ALL    READERS.      By   Rev.  J.   YOUNG, 

M.A. 

"Real  life  has  extravagances  that  would  not  be  admitted  to 
appear  in  a  well-written  romance,  they  would  be  said  to  be  out  oi 
Nature." — CeciFs  Memoirs  of  Neivton. 

Contents— The  Brothers— The  Separation— A  Providential  Journey 
—Lake  Erie— Results— A  Tale  of  the  Kremlin— The  Alibi— A 
Modern  Xantippi— The  Slave  Trade— The  Village  Clergyman— The 
Conscientious  Hair  Dresser— The  Genuine  Philosopher— The  Tri- 
umph of  Feeling — Changes. 

11.  ORNAMENTS  DISCOVERED.     Illustrated. 

12.  MAMA'S     NEW   BIBLE    STORIES    FROM    THE    OLD 

AND  NEW  TESTAMENTS.  By  EMILY  G.  NESBITT. 
With  Eight  Illustrations. 

Contents— O-LD  TESTAMENT.— Lot— The  Good  Servant— Rahab 
—Jericho— Ai— The  Story-Tellers,  &c.— Gideon— Lamps  and  Pit- 
chers—The First  King— David's  Sin— The  Undutiful  Son— Solomon's 
Temple— Rehoboam— The  Mother  and  Child— The  Good  King— 
The  Uncle  and  Aunt— The  Wicked  King  and  Queen— The  Two 
Friends — More  about  Ahab — Another  Good  King. 
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NEW  TESTAMENT. — John  the  Baptist — King  Herod — Cleansing 
the  Leper— The  Storm  at  Sea— The  Ruler's  Daughter— The  Widow's 
Son — Blind  Bartimeus — Purifying  the  Temple — The  Widow's  Mite 
— The  Last  Supper — Peter's  Denial — The  Holy  Spirit — Ananias  and 
Sapphira — The  First  Martyr. 

PARABLES. — The  Lord  and  His  Husbandmen — The  Sower — The 
Ten  Virgins — The  Two  Houses — The  Unmerciful  Servant — The 
.Prodigal  Son. 

13.  ELM  GRANGE  ;  or,  A  Summer  in  the  Country.    By  E.  A.  M. 

Eight  Illustrations. 

Contents — Going  into  the  Country — The  Journey — The  Arrival — 
The  Nursery — Cowslips — The  Cuckoo — Hill  End — The  Farmyard — 
The  Rabbits — Master  Willie — Malvern — The  Sunday  Morning  after 
— Hay-Making — Dinner  in  the  Hay- Field — Going  Home. 

14.  THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  THOUGHTLESS  AND  THE 

THOUGHTFUL  ;  or,  Inducements  for  Scientific  Inquiry.     By 
Mrs.  C.  H.  SMITH.     Numerous  Illustrations. 

Contents — Introductory  Chapter — The  Atmosphere — On  the  Earth 
— On  Water — The  Vegetable  Kingdom — The  Animal  Kingdom — 
The  Celestial  System — Conclusion. 

1-5.  THE  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS  FROM  THIS  WORLD  TO 
THAT  WHICH  IS  TO  COME.  By  JOHN  BUNYAN.  With 
Explanatory  Notes.  By  Rev.  W.  MASON  and  others,  and  a  Life 
of  the  Author.  With  Numerous  Illustrations. 

1 6.  THE  SEVEN  CHAMPIONS  OF  CHRISTENDOM.     With 

Eight  Illustrations. 

17.  TRAVELS,      VOYAGES,      AND      ADVENTURES       IN 

STRANGE  COUNTRIES  AND  FOREIGN  PARTS.     By 
PETER  PARLEY.       Eight  Illustrations. 

1 8.  PEARLS    OF    SHAKSPEARE  :    a   Collection    of    the   most 

brilliant   passages  found  in  his  plays.      Illustrated  by  KENNY 
MEADOWS. 

19.  ORATIONS.    LECTURES,    AND    ESSAYS.      By    RALPH 
\VALDO  EMERSON. 
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BOOKS  FOR  YOUNG  PERSONS. 


Illustrated  and  handsomely  bound,  gilt  edges,  imperial  i6mo,  square, 
3-r.  6d.  each. 

1.  PARLOUR    PASTIMES,    a  Repertoire    of    acting    Charades, 

Fireside  Games,  Enigmas,  Riddles,  Charades.  Conundrums, 
Arithmetical  and  Mechanical  Puzzles,  Parlour  Magic,  &c.  Nu- 
merous Illustrations. 

This  is  a  delightful  book  for  the  young,  and  calculated  to  render  home  happy. 
Contents — Acting  Charades — Pantomime  Charades — Dialogue 
Charades — Tableaux  Vivants — The  Magic  Lantern — Fireside  Games 
— Enigmas —  Charades — Logogriphs — Arithmetical  Puzzles — Me- 
chanical  Puzzles — Conundrums — Transpositions  —  Anagrams — Re- 
buses— Parlour  Magic — Curiosities  of  Science — The  Secret  of  Ven- 
trikpquism. 

2.  GAMES  FOR  ALL  SEASONS  :    Consisting  of  In-door  and 

Out-door  Sports,  Athletic  Exercises,  Fireside  Amusements  for 
Winter  Evenings,  Chess,  Draughts,  Backgammon,  Riddles, 
Puzzles,  Conundrums,  Magic  and  Legerdemain,  Fireworks,  &c., 
&c.  Numerous  Illustrations.  A  Sequel  to  "  Parlour  Pastimes." 
General  Contents. — Out-door  Games  :  Cricket — Croquet — Parlour 
Croquet — Troco,  or  Lawn  Billiards — Red,  White,  and  Blue— Aunt 
Sally — Jack's  Alive — Skittle  Games — Aquatic  Sports — Minor  Outdoor 
Sports — Archery — Gymnastics.  In-door  Amusements:  Chess — Magic 
and  Mystery — Fireworks — Domestic  Pets— The  Riddler — Forfeits — 
Little  Fortune-Teller— The  Magic  of  the  Ancients— The  Portable 
Diorama— Foot  Ball. 

3.  THE  FROST  KING ;  or,  The  Power  of  Kindness,  and  how  it 

Prevailed  over  Fear  and  Cruelty.     Illustrated. 

Contents — The  Frost  King  ;  or,  The  Power  of  Kindness — Eva's 
Visit  to  Fairy  Land — Lily  Bell  and  Thistle  Down — Little  Bud — Lit- 
tle Sunbeam's  Song  of  Clover  Blossom — Little  Annie's  Dream — Star 
Twinkle  ;  or,  The  Flower's  Lessons  on  Humility — The  May  Day 
Festival — The  Voice  of  the  Wind — Ripple,  the  Water  Spirit — Fairy 
Song. 

4.  JOY  ;  or,  New  Drawing  Room  Charades  for  Home  Performance. 

By  ANNEMINA  DE  YOUNGE.     Illustrated. 

Contents —  Mis(s)-for-tune  —  For-give  —  Ring-let  —  Com(e)-fort— 
Plain-tiff—  Off-ice — Mess-age— The  Sleeping  Beauty — Love  under  a 
Mask — New  Year's  Eve. 
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BOOKS  FOR  YOUNG  PERSONS. 


Illustrated  and  handsomely  bound,  gilt  edges,  imperial  1 6mo,  square, 
2s.  6d.  each 

1.  HAPPY  HOURS  AT  WYNFORD  GRANGE,    a   Story  for 

Children.  By  CUTHBERT  BEDE.  Four  Coloured  Illustrations. 
Contents— Eleanor  Wynford— The  Young  Architect— The  Nursery 
at  Wynford  Grange  —  Games  and  Lessons — A  Holiday  Walk — 
Calling  upon  Friends  —  The  Dolls'  Tea  Party  —  An-^Evening's 
Pleasure — Christmas  Characters — The  Child's  Costume  Ball — The 
Christmas  Tree — All  things  come  to  an  end. 

2.  AUNT  DOROTHY'S  STORY-BOOK  FOR  A  GOOD  CHILD, 

A  NAUGHTY  CHILD,  AND  A  MEDDLESOME  MATTY. 
By  MARY  and  ELIZABETH  KIRBY.  Four  Illustrations. 

Contents— Ellen's  Holiday— The  Golden  Gates— The  Selfish  Boy 
—The  Mysterious  Letter. 

3.  THE    LITTLE    SILVER   BARREL,  and   other  Tales.     By 

PAUL  MUSSET.     Illustrations. 

Contents— The  Little  Silver  Barrel— Mabel,  and  her  Fairy  Friends 
— The  Adventures  of  Peter  Pry— The  Three  Wishes. 

4.  THE  BOOK  OF  SPORTS  FOR  BOYS  AND  GIRLS. 

Containing  Games,  Recreations,  and  Amusements  for  the  Play 
Room  and  Play  Ground,  at  Home  or  at  School.  By  WILLIAM 
MARTIN.  Numerous  Illustrations. 

Contents  —  Games  with  Marbles  —  Games  for  Cold  Weather — 
Dangerous  Games  —  Gymnastics — Cricket — Swimming — Gardening 
— Carpentering — Keeping  Poultry — Bees. 
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CHOICE  BOOKS  FOR  YOUNG  PERSONS. 

is.  each,  cloth,  Illustrated. 

1.  Bright  Gems  for  the  Young.     A  Collection  of  Little  Stories 

with  Great  Meanings. 

2.  Sparkling  Gems  :  Being  Short  Stories  for  the  benefit  of  Young 

People. 

3.  Bright  Diamonds,  Set  in  Short  Stories  for  the  Young. 

4.  Sparkling  Diamonds,  in  Lessons  for  Young  Readers. 

5.  The  Sacred  Mountains.    By  Rev.  J.  T.  HEADLEY. 

6.  The  Fountain  of  Living  Waters. 

7.  Sacred  Scenes  and  Characters.     By  Rev.  J.  T.  HEADLEY. 

8.  Gutenberg  and  the  Lost  Child. 

9.  The  Little  Shoemaker ;  or,  Where  the  Truth  takes  Root  God 

will  make  of  it  a  Goodly  Tree. 

10.  Hugh  Fisher  ;  or,  Home  Principles. 

11.  Patient  Waiting,  No  Loss.     By  Cousin  ALICE. 

12.  No  Such  Word  as  FaiL     By  Cousin  ALICE. 

13.  Contentment  Better  than  Wealth.     By  Cousin  ALICE. 

14.  The  Sacred  Plains.    By  Rev.  J.  T.  HEADLEY. 

15.  The    Successful    Boy ;    or,    The  Duties  of  Masters  and   Ap- 

prentices Illustrated  and  Enforced. 

1 6.  The  Widow's  Sixpence. 

17.  Annandale.     A  Tale  of  the  Scottfth  Covenanters. 

1 8.  Ten  Nights  in  a  Bar  Room.     A  Temperance  Tale.     By  T.  S. 

ARTHUR. 

19.  The  Basket  of  Flowers. 

20.  History  of  Susan  Gray.     By  Mrs.  SHERWOOD. 

21.  The  Phenomena  of  the  Four  Seasons.   By  Professor  HITCH- 

COCK. 

Series  to  be  continued. 


READINGS    FOR    YOUNG    PERSONS. 


Foolscap  8vo,  cloth,  u.  each,  Illustrated. 

1.  The  Widow's  Son.    By  T.  S.  ARTHUR. 

2.  The  Drunkard's  Wife.     By  T.  S.  ARTHUR. 

3.  The  Broken  Merchant     By  T.  S.  ARTHUR. 

4.  The  Lighted  Way. 

5.  Learning  better  than  House. 
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USEFUL    WORKS. 


1.  TAKE   MY  ADVICE  ;  A  Book  for  Every  Home,  giving  com- 

plete and  Trustworthy  Information  on  everything  pertaining  to 
Daily  Life.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Illustrated,  price  2s.  6ct\,  360  pp. 
Contents — Household  Management — Domestic  Cookery — Brewing 
and  Distilling — Domestic  Medicine — Domestic  Chemistry — Clothing 
Garden  Management — Law  of  Agreements,  Leases,  I  O  U's,  Bills 
of  Exchange,  &c. — Trade,  Artistic,  and  Scientific  Facts — Etiquette 
and  Manners  —  In-door  and  Out-door  Games — Domestic  Pets — 
Domestic  Pests  —  Ladies  Work — Something  for  Everybody — and 
other  matters.  By  the  late  Editor  of  the  Family  Friend. 
„.  *  This  is  one  of  the  most  complete  books  oftht 
Public,  and  published  at  an  unusually  low  price. 

2.  THE   BOOK   OF   BATES  ;   or,  Treasury  of  Universal  Refer- 

ence, comprising  the  principal  Events  in  All  Ages,  from  the 
Earliest  Records  to  the  Present  Time.  With  Index  of 
Events  and  Numerous  Tables  of  Permanent  Interest  to  the 
Student.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  price  los.  6d.,  more  than  800  pages 
of  closely  printed  matter. 

3.  A    COMPLETE    PRACTICAL    GUIDE    TO     HER     MA- 

JESTY'S CIVIL  SERVICE  ;  containing  in  full  the  Exami- 
nation Papers  for  every  Bepartment  used  since  the  Appointment 
of  the  Commissioners  ;  Full  Details  of  the  Limits  of  Age  and 
Qualifications  of  Candidates ;  Hints  to  Candidates  for  every 
Office  ;  and  Copious  Tables  of  the  Emoluments  and  Superannu- 
ation Allowances  of  every  Civil  Servant  in  Great  Britain, 
Ireland,  India,  and  the  Colonies.  By  a  Certificated  Candidate, 
an  Officer  of  Her  Majesty's  Civil  Service.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
2s.  6d. 

4.  THE  MANSE  GARDEN  ;  or,  Plain  Instructions  in  the  Plea- 

sant Culture  of  Fruit  Trees,  Flowers,  Vegetables,  and  Sweet 
Herbs,  for  the  Beauty  and  Profit  of  the  Villa  or  Farm.  By 
NATHANIEL  PATERSON,  D.D.  Fifteenth  Thousand.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  2s. 

This  is  a  complete  and  practical  guide  for  gardening  in  all  depart- 
ments. It  is  divided  into  three  parts,  viz.,  Forest  and  Fruit  Trees, 
Vegetables  and  Sweet  Herbs,  and  Flowers,  on  all  of  which  such  in- 
structions are  given  as  can  be  easily  carried  out.  This  work  also  con- 
tains a  select  list  of  trees  and  flowers,  a  list  of  hardy,  half  hardy,  and 
tender  annuals,  biennials,  perennials,  alphabetical  list  of  particular 
flowers,  monthly  summary  of  gardening  work  in  season,  &c.  &c. 
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5.  READINGS  FOR  YOUNG  MEN,  MERCHANTS,  AND 

MEN  OF  BUSINESS,  containing  numerous  Maxims,  Truisms, 
and  Articles  on  Probity  and  the  Management  of  Business  on 
Sound  and  Honourable  Principles.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

6.  COSLEBS  IN  SEARCH  OF  A  COOK;  with  Divers  Receipts 

and  other  Delectable  Things  relating  to  the  Gastronomic  Art. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s. 

Contents. — In  Search  of  a  Cook — On  the  Principle  and  Practice 
of  Eating  and  Drinking — Income  and  Expenditure — Station  in 
Life — Choice  of  Company — Conduct  during  Dinner— Breakfasts — 
Luncheons  and  Suppers,  and  Bills  of  Fare  and  Receipts  for  Fifty- 
three  Different  Dinners,  &c. 

7.  GESENIUS'   HEBREW   GRAMMAR.     Translated   without 

Abridgment,  by  T.  J.  CONANT,  Professor  of  Hebrew  in  the 
Literary  and  Theological  Institution  at  Hamilton,  New  York, 
with  a  Course  of  Exercises  and  a  Hebrew  Chrestomathy,  by  the 
Translator.  A  New  Edition.  Royal  Svo,  cloth,  $s. 

8.  THE   BROAD    LINE    DRAWING-BOOK,    for   the   use    of 

Young  Beginners,  containing  nearly  One  Hundred  Drawings  of 
Objects.  Sixth  Thousand.  Cloth,  2,5.  6d. 

Ditto,  ditto,  in  Five  Parts,  each  complete  and  sold  sepa- 
rately, with  covers  printed  in  gold,  6</.  each. 

9.  BLACKWOOD'S  SHILLING  ATLAS;  containing   13  Maps, 

corrected  up  to  the  Present  Time.  Coloured.  Copious  Index 
and  handsome  Wrapper  printed  in  Colours,  royal  410,  making  it 
the  most  elegant  and  complete  Atlas  ever  issued  at  the  price,  is. 

10.  BLACKWOOD'S     HAND    ATLAS;     containing    12     Maps, 

Coloured.     Royal  Svo,  is. 

11.  THE  TEMPLES  OF  THE  HEBREWS  :  Their  Courts,  Sanc- 

tuaries, Furniture,  and  Festivals.  An  Epitome  of  the  Laws, 
Literature,  Religion,  and  Sacred  Antiquities  of  the  Jewish 
Nation.  By  the  Rev.  T.  BANNISTER,  LL.D.  Crown  Svo, 
•js.  6d. 

12.  THE    INFALLIBLE    READY-RECKONER.      With    Com- 

plete Interest  Tables,  and  much  Useful  Information.  By  W. 
COXIIEAD.  iSino,  cloth,  is. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 


1.  MANNERS    AND   CUSTOMS  OF  THE  ENGLISH  NA- 

TION, from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Cloth, 
Illustrated.  5-r. 

2.  THE  CURATE  OF  INVERESK :  A  Clerical  Autobiography. 

By  BRACEBRIDGE  HEMYNG.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.     5^. 

3.  THE  SEVEN  SISTERS  OF  SLEEP ;  A  Popular  History  of 

the  Seven  Prevailing  Narcotics  of  the  World.  By  M.  C. 
COOKE,  Director  of  the  Metropolitan  Scholastic  Museum.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  Illust.  yj.  6d. 

4.  THE   PROGRESS  OF   SCIENCE,  ART,  AND  LITERA- 

TURE IN  RUSSIA.  By  F.  R.  GRAHAME.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth.  7j.  6d. 

5.  ARMINIUS  ;  or,  The  History  of  the  German  People  and  theii 

Legal  and  Constitutional  Customs,  from  the  days  of  Julius 
Caesar  to  the  days  of  Charlemagne.  By  the  late  THOMAS 
SMITH,  F,S.A.  Edited  by  his  Son.  Crown  8vo,  cloth. 
ics.  6d. 

6.  THE  APPLICATION  OF  PROPHECY  TO  THE  CRIMEAN 

WAR  ;  or,  from  the  Accession  of  Louis  Napoleon  to  the  Throne 
of  France  to  the  Present  and  Future  Times.  By  G.  B.  HIL- 
DEBRAND.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5j. 

7.  LIFE  AND  WORK  OF  ST.  PAUL,  Practically  Considered 

and  Applied.     By  ALEXANDER  ROBERTS,  D.  D.     5^. 

8.  THE  QUEEN'S  PARDON.    By  MARY  EYRE.     5*. 
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LIBRARY  OF  FICTION  AND  HUMOUR. 


Small  post  8vo,  Illustrated,  3^.  6d.  cloth,  each. 

1.  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  MR.  VERDANT  GREEN,  an 

Oxford  Freshman.  By  CUTHBERT  BEDE,  B.A.  With  Hun- 
dreds of  Illustrations  drawn  by  the  Author.  One  Hundred  and 
Seventh  Thousand.  Crown  8vo. 

"A  college  joke  to  cure  the  dumps." 

2.  HUMOUR,   WIT,  AND   SATIRE.     By    CUTHBERT    BEDE, 

B.A.,  Author  of  "Verdant  Green."     Crown  8vo. 

3.  THE  WORLD  IN  LIGHT  AND  SHADE  :  Its  Comicalities 

and  Eccentricities.     By  ALFRED  W.  COLE. 

4.  LEGENDS  IN  PROSE  AND  VERSE.     Humorous,   Serious, 

Sarcastic,  Sentimental,  and  Supernatural.  By  ALFRED  W. 
COLE.  Illustrations  by  HARVEY. 

5  MISS  BROWN  :  A  Romance ;  and  other  Tales.  By  R.  B. 
BROUGH.  Numerous  Illustrations. 

6.  LITTLE  MR.  BOUNCER  AND  HIS  FRIEND  MR.  VER- 
DANT GREEN.  By  CUTHBERT  BEDE,  B.A.  With  nume- 
rous Illustrations  by  the  Author.  2s.  6d. 
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BLACKWOOD'S  LONDON  LIBRARY. 


Fcap.,8vo,  Coloured  Wrappers,  2s.  each. 
SUITABLE  FOR  RAILWAY  READING. 

1.  Living  for  Appearances.     A  Tale.      By  the  Brothers  MAYIIEW 

Illustrated  by  M'CONNELL. 

2.  The  Two  Brothers  ;   or,   The  Family  that  Lived  in  the  First 

Society.     By  M.  RAVEN. 

3.  The  Ghost-Seer.     By  SCHILLER. 

4.  Hargrave  ;  or,  The  Adventures  of  a  Man  of  Fashion.     By  Mrs. 

TROLLOPE. 

5.  The  Robertses  on  their  Travels.    By  Mrs.  TROLLOPE. 

6.  The  Three  Cousins.     By  Mrs.  TROLLOPE. 

7.  Men  of  Capital.     By  Mrs.  GORE. 

8.  Preferment.     By  Mrs.  GORE. 

9.  The  Man  About  Town.    By  CORNELIUS  WEBBE. 
10.  The  Absent  Man.    By  CORNELIUS  WEBBE. 

n.  De  Clifford  ;  or,  The  Constant  Man. 

12.  The  Mysterious  Parchment.     By  Rev.  J.  WAKEMAN. 

13.  The  Captain's  Daughter. 

14.  How  I  Tamed  Mrs.  Cruiser.    By  GEO.  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 

15.  Tales  from  the  Operas. 

1 6.  The  Ticket-of-Leave  Man. 

1 8.  Lorimer  Littlegood,  Esq.,  a  Young  Gentleman  who  wished  to 

see  Society,  and  Saw  it  accordingly. 

19.  Sea-Drift.     By  Vice- Admiral  ROBINSON. 

20.  Fair  and  False. 

21.  The  Fortunes  of  the  House  of  Pennyl. 

22.  Wanderings  of  a  Pilgrim.    By  Dr.  CHEEVER. 

23.  Confessions  of  a  Horse-Dealer. 

24.  Miss  Brown.     A  Romance.     By  BROUGH. 

25.  The  Male  Flirt ;  or,  Ladies  Beware  of  Him.     By  Mrs.  GORDON 

SMYTHIES. 

26.  The  Minstrel  and  the  Maid  of  Kent     By  CAPTAIN  CURLING. 

27.  The  Mariner's  Compass. 
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28.  The  Backwood  Rangers.     By  PERCY  B.  ST.  JOHN. 

29.  Wedding  Gloves. 

30.  Romance  of  the  Atlantic.     By  Admiral  ROBINSON. 

31.  Tempest  and  Sunshine.     By  Mrs.  HOLMES. 

32.  The  Cavaliers. 

33.  Second  Love. 

34.  The  Master  Passion. 

35.  Diamonds  and  Spades. 

36.  Sketches  of  London  Life  and  Character. 


CHEAP  BOOKS  FOR  RAILWAY  READING. 


1.  Sayings  and  Doings  of  Mrs.  Partington.     is. 

2.  The  Shilling  Book  o-f  Beauty.     By  CUTH.  BEDE,  B.A.     is. 

3.  Who's  your  Friend  ?  and  other  Matters.      By  ALF.  W.  COLE. 
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4.  Love  Affairs  ;  or,  Caught  in  His  Own  Trap.     6d. 

5.  Pauline.     6d. 

6.  Moseby.     6d. 

7.  Shilling  Book  of  National  Song.     is. 


SPELLINGS. 


Cloth,  6d.  each.     Cloth,  Rims,  is.  each. 
Mavor.  I         Carpenter.  I         Dilworth. 

Vyse.  Penning.  Markham. 
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BLACKWOOD'S    DIARIES. 


(All  the  matter  in  these  Diaries  is  Copyright. ) 

The  following  DIARIES,  published  yearly  in  October,  are  printed 
on  cream  paper  ;  all  information  officially  corrected.  They  are  issued 
with  the  conviction  that  they  are  the  very  best  in  the  market  at  the 
prices  affixed  : — 

1.  "  Blackwood's  Shilling  Scribbling  Diary."       Seven  days  on 

each  page,  interleaved  with  Blotting  Paper.      is.   fcap,  folio, 
Size  13  by  8%  inches. 

2.  Blackwood's   Three-Day  Diary.      Three  Days  on  each  page. 

Price  is.  6d.     Size  13  by  8%  inches. 

3.  The  same,  interleaved  with  Blotting  Paper,  2s. 

4.  Blackwood's  Desk  Diary  No.  4.     Seven  Days  on  each  page. 

Large  8vo,  is.  bound  in  cloth.     Size  8j£  by  $%  inches. 

5.  Blackwood's  Larger  Desk  Diary  No.  5.     Three  Days  on  each 

page.     Large  8vo,  2s.  bound  in  cloth.     Size  8%  by  5  ^  inches. 

5.  The  same  Diary,  with  Blotting  Paper,  2s.  6d. 

6.  Blackwood's  Foolscap  8vo  Diary  No.  6.     Seven  Days  on  each 

page,   interleaved  with  Blotting  Paper,      is.  bound   in  cloth. 
Size  6%  by  4%  inches. 

7.  Blackwood's  Larger  Foolscap  8vo  Diary  No.  7.     Three  Days 

on  each  page.     is.  bound  in  cloth.     Size  6)4  by  4^  inches. 

7.  The  same  Diary,  with  Blotting  Paper,  is.  6d. 

8.  Blackwood's  Tablet.     Seven  Days  on  each  Sheet,  to  be  torn  off 

or  turned  over  at  the  end  of  each  week  when  used.     is. 

9.  Blackwood's  Quarto  Diary.     Three  Days  to  each  page,  ruled 

feint  only,  stiff  cover,  cloth  back,  is.  6d.     Size  10  by  8  inches. 
9.  The  same,  interleaved  with  Blotting  Paper,  2s. 

10.  Blackwood's  Pocket  Book  and  Diary  for  Gentlemen.     Illus- 

trated, roan  tuck,  or  elastic  band,  is. 

11.  Blackwood's  Pocket  Book  and  Diary  for  Ladies.     Containing 

appropriate   and  original  information.     Illustrated,  roan  tuck, 
or  elastic  band,  is. 

I*.  Blackwood's  National  Pocket  Book  and  Diary.     Illustrated, 
roan  tuck,  or  elastic  band,  is. 
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14.  Blackwood's  Small  Pocket  Book  and  Diary.     Roan  tuck,  limp 
or  elastic  band,  6d. 

14.  The  same,  in  paper  covers,  ^d. 

15.  Blackwood's  Large  Pocket  Book  and  Diary.     Fcap.  8vo,  roan 

tuck  or  elastic  band,  2s.  6d. 

1 8.  Blackwood's  Pocket  Book  and  Diary  for  Gentlemen.      Paper 

covers,  6d. 

19.  Blackwood's  Pocket  Book  and  Diary  for  Ladies.       Paper 

covers,  6d. 

20.  Blackwood's  National  Pocket  Book  and  Diary.     Paper  covers, 

6d. 

23.  Perpetual  Slate  Tablet  Diary.  With  moveable  days  and  months, 

and  Slate  Tablet  for  weekly  memoranda.  In  wooden  glass  case, 
"  A  most  useful  article."     $s. 

24.  Registered  Perpetual  Remembrancer.     Containing  moveable 

Monthly  Diary,  moveable  Days  of  Months  and  Weeks.  In  wooden 
glass-case,  5^.     "Indispensable  for  the  counting-house." 
AH  these  Diaries  are  printed  on  good  paper,  well  bound,  and  will  be 
found  unequalled  in  price  and  usefulness. 

A  permanent  doth  cover  may  be  had  for  Numbers  I,  2,  and 3, 
price  is.  qd.  each. 


8,  Lovell's  Court,  Paternoster  Row,  London. 


14  DAY  USE 

RETURN  TO  DESK  FROM  WHICH  BORROWED 

LOAN  DEPT. 

RENEWALS  ONLY— TEL.  NO.  642-3405 
This  book  is  due  on  the  last  date  stamped  below  or 
p         J«  the  date  to  which  renewed. 
Renewed  books  are  subject  to  immediate  recall. 
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